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NOTE FROM THE ED COVER BOY JOEY VINDICTIVE 
: PHOTO BY DAN MUELLER 
In which we discover the boring details behind the rag and do other things that can be classified as elc. 


Even though this is my first issue, l'm calling it number six because | did five issues of my OTHER fanzine (no 


. back issues) and why start all over with number one? I'll consider it a continuation, even though it has a different 


name and entirely different subject matter. 

As far as sending stuff, records will be appreciated and possibly reviewed, CD's and tapes won't, they'll be 
resold or taped over. Contributor info: there is none. If | want your stuff, trust me, I'll ask for it. Everything in this 
issue was written by me unless otherwise noted. If you wanna take out an ad, make an offer. DO NOT SEND 
MONEY FOR THE NEXT ISSUE UNTIL IT IS OUT!!! If you do, | will spend your money and you will be angry. I'm 


‘figuring around mid-June but I'm not promising. If you're not sure, write first. If you don't get a response, you can 


be pretty sure it's not out. 

À lot of people contributed to helping with this issue, including people who sent stuff | used for graphics. Thanks 
- you should be reading your free copy if | used your stuff. Rob Roy from Underdog was a big help with this, and if 
all goes well, when | start down home stretch in a few days for final layout, Shane from Staring Problem will be 
by my side, staring. Aaron Cometbus was kind enough to give me some money and time-saving tips. And Suzon 
at Genesis, who | hadn't seen in about four years, recognized me when | walked in and was kind enough to give me 
a discount on many art supplies (Genesis is fairly decent, they're on Western just a bit north of Fullerton). Paul 
Keller, who does Ebb Jr. fanzine, gave me free half tones. This guy is a prince. Also, the f people at Underdog 
have allowed me to use their computer to typeset the insane ramblings in here (Doug Ward was of invaluable 
assistance when it came to figuring out how to deal with his wacked computer). | thank them M and ask that 
you refer to their ad for info on how to buy all their stuff. AME. 

One quick editorial type thing: you may notice that every article in this rag has a stupid little subheading that 
always begins with the words, "In which". | stole this from Harlan Ellison. I'm sure that you'll find them irritating as 
hell. In fact, they're slightly irritating to me as well, but | figured I'd keep them because they bring a certain 
amount of pompousity to the articles which are, at times, overbearing even to a professional crank like myself. 
The headings both announce and salute the occasionally bizarre tirades that follow them. Permit me my self- 
indulgence. I.E.: Handle it. 

If you bought this rag, thanks. Unlike my other fanzine, this one has to be paid for. | hope to be able to recycle 
the money from each issue into another one without filling it up with ads (all ads in the issue were free). | think 
that's about all the required shit you want from a fanzine infowise. Next issue will probably mostly be about 
things | saw and did on my spring tour, so you've been wamed. Ok - PEV LUEASEL 
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 SUBURBAN VERMIN 


In which the sleeping giant wakes and lucky for you, decides not to feast on its ungrateful offspring 


Before the Tribune was raised to fifty cents, I read it daily. Sure, it's a stodgy, Republican piece of crap, but it has 
better comics and columnists (though not sportswriters - especially when it comes to the Cubs, who are owned by the 
Trib and thus can do no wrong management-wise) than the Sun-Times (although people like Royko and Ann Landers are 
only with the Trib because they fled the Sun-Times when professional creep Rupert Murdoch took over and tried to turn 
it into the Weekly World News. Murdoch is long gone but the Sun-Times still suffers from the absence of Royko's 
genius; the best they could come up with was a hip-liberal closet child molester named Richard Roeper who's about as 
funny as a cockroach in your Cocoa Puffs and about as socially and politically in touch with Chicago as Wally Phillips). 
So the Trib does have some good aspects, but the only time I plunk down fifty cents for it is when I pass a box in a 
particularly jovial mood and leave all the papers in it on top of the box. Quite neighborly of me, dontcha think? 

Naturally, the Sun-Times is my replacement, and although their comics suck and their advice columnists suck even 
harder, they do have a decent sports section and the only honest rock critic in Chicago in the person of Jim DeRogatis 
(who we had to import from New Jersey by way of Minneapolis which just goes to show that either A: The Sun-Times is 
wishing to hell they'd never hired that goddam big mouth greaseball or B: Columbia College don't mean shit in the real 
world. Don't ask me what that means, it's a stream of consciousness thing and I can't backtrack now or I'll never get to 
the meat of this thing). 

Lemme put it to you this way: although I enjoy the Sun-Times immensely (and it's STILL only thirty-five cents, if you 
haven't heard yet), I still miss one aspect of the Trib, namely the editorial pages, or to be more specific, the letters to the 
editor. Scanning this page over your coffeee on any given morning, you're bound to find at least one letter from some 
rich, obnoxious scumbag who resides in Northbrook or Wilmette or Lake Forest and who has written in to the Trib (and 
trust me, these folks don't buy the Sun-Times; they think it's run by the commies or something) to educate us about the 
fucked-upedness of our beloved city. 

I like stuff like that, because it makes me feel just a little bit better about my fervent dreams of a huge air disaster 
over Wilmette, or a violent tornado levelling Barrington and destroying everything and everyone there. 

Whether it's an outraged rebuttal to a plan that would raise all Illinois residents' phone bills something like twenty- 
seven cents a year in order to provide housing project residents with 911 service, or a horrified testimonial describing the 
utter terror some pink-faced Lake Forester experienced when asked tor a quarter by a bum on Michigan Avenue, these 
overpaid, overfed and frankly, over-fucking tolerated suburban fat cats seem to delight in shitting (metaphorically, of 
course) their half digested filet mignon all over the city that gives them everything they have. They are five year old 
children, throwing back into your face the gift you gave them because it doesn't perfectly suit their puerile interests. 
They are eighteenth century relics, reacting to the city's inhabitants in the same way the French royalty must have 
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reacted to the diseased, toothless Parisans who begged the elite for a crumb from the pie that was made with ingredients 
bought with their money and cooked in their oven. They are, in short, scum. 

See, there's something that they (and maybe you) don't seem to understand. The suburbs are sub-urban. Urban 
means the city, sub means an extension of the city, or in more blunt terms, as found in Webster's: 1. Below: under: 
beneath 2. Subordinate: secondary 3. Less than completely or normally: nearly: almost. The city brings jobs, business, 
money. It brings life. It creates opportunities so great that it can't house all those who wish to benefit. 

Ironically, those who benefit the most from the city are the first ones to condemn it as unsafe, unfit and unproductive. 
They move to the suburbs to escape the high property and sales taxes, and the "dangers". Yet they still benefit from the 
city. If you have a business in Naperville, you are most likely only in business due to the proximity of your location. If 
your business wishes to conduct a seminar, folks from all over the world will come because they can fly into O'Hare, stay 
at an airport hotel and enjoy the downtown nightlife. What the fuck do the suburbs have to offer? The three piece suits 
don't have to worry about getting mugged or asked for a quarter over on Ogden in Downers Grove like they do on Ogden 
in Chicago. Hip hip hooray. Look, when you go to the city for entertainment, school or work, you are benefitting from it 
and thus have no right to unconditionally slam it. Even if you never step foot into the city (and believe me, plenty of the 
people I grew up with in Prospect Heights either never have or only do so with an unusually large measure of paranoia), 
your Naperville's, Schaumburg's, Arlington Heights', LaGrange's and yes, even your Northbrook's, Lake Forests, 
Wilmette's, Long Grove's and Barrington's don't equal a steaming dog turd on a city sidewalk without Chicago. 

My parents grew up in Palatine (it's a teeming metropolis now compared to what it was in the fifties). They were 
highschool sweethearts and after they graduated, they moved to the city, spending most of their years in Rogers Park. 
My sister and I spent the early years of our lives in the city. But like many people of their generation, my parents moved 


back to the suburbs (after all, Richard Speck didn't live too far from them) and were eventually able to move into a house 
of their own. Thousands of people my age have similar histories. The sad thing about it is that it produced a generation 
of people who know little about the city that is their lifeblood. The things we were taught were tainted with terror, and 
except for an occasional visit to a museum or zoo, we were left to create our own versions of reality about the city, all 
shaped by fear and ignorance. 

As I said earlier, most of the people I grew up with are horrified by the thought of living in the city. They know nothing 
of the cultural diversity, the excellent public transportation which eradicates the need for a car, the easy access to a wide 
variety of shops, clubs, coffeehouses, ideas and people! For someone to grow up with little or no pride in their community 
is a fucking shame and the suburbs, for all of their neighborhood watch signs and PTA meetings, have no real sense of 
community (a subject discussed more eloquently than I could ever do in the most recent issue of Cometbus). 

And then there is the issue of respect. While it's true that city crime rates are much higher than those in the suburbs, 
and there is more reason to fear walking down the street alone late at night, you also have the luxury of people generally 
leaving you the fuck alone. It is rare indeed when I'm called a faggot anywhere within a few miles of my neighborhood. I 
don't get screamed at for having funny looking hair. I don't get treated like shit at Ray's for having a rank smell about me 
and three days growth. In suburbia, you are still taking your life in your hands if you deviate from the tight-assed rules 
laid down by the overgrown reactionaries who think they're still on the football team at Hitler Highschool. Which is not 
to say that shit isn't non-existent in the city (it seems to be particularly prevalent on the northwest and southwest sides) 
but it's much more subdued. People HAVE to accept diversity here; if they don't, they have two choices: jail or the loony 


bin. 
Ok, so the suburbs don't totally suck, but those living there shopuld be aware that their comfortability is maintained 


by a strong framework that has its heart in the city. Why don't you do yourself a favor and try hanging out here 
sometime - it may even be more fun than the mall. 
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July 13, 1992 


Mr. Milo Graham 
Chicago, IL 60618 
Dear Mr. Graham: 


I ap sorry you did not care for our Vegetarian Style, Chilli Man 
Chili. 


I just received a letter from a lady in Texas last week who sald it 
was the best vegetarian chili she had ever eaten. I guess our 
tastes are not all the same, 


Also, the reason we spell Chilli Man Chili with two ll's is because 
it is made in Illinois which also has two ٠۰ 


I have enclosed a check for $1.00 to reimburse you for your 
trouble. 


Sinferely, 


qe 


Gordon R. ٣٥ 
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June |l, 1992 


Mr Hilo "Fats" Graham ‘ 


Chicago, IL 60618 
Dear Mr. Graham: 


Thank you for contacting us about Cap'n Crunch's Crunchberries Cereal. 
Ke are sorry for any concern this situation may have caused you. 


Many safeguards are iz place in our plants to prevent foreign materiali 
from coming Into contact with the product. Screening equipment and 
inspection procedures should prevent an occurrence such as you 
reported. Our Quality Assurance Department has been notified and Is 
Investigating 


Please be assured that we will always strive to produce high-quality 
products 1a which you can have complete confidence, 


Annmarie Marongiu 
Consumer Response Specialist 
Consumer Response Group 


AM/lcm 


Benjamin M. iMi» 


Chicago, 11 
60618 


Dear Sire: 


Although I have been a loysl fan of The Price 1s Right for over fifteen 
years, it vas with dismay that I watched one of you're recent programa. 


The progrem I am refering to took place approximatly one to two weeks ago. 
On the program, one of the ladies that showa the prizes was having some 
troubles with her dress. Mr. Bob Barker then took it upon hinself.to make 
several 18680۲00 18٤-2 comments directed tovards the young lady. I have 
alvays been a fan of Mr. Barkera but this ia too much! I watch Price for 
its exciting conteats and prizes, not to be assaulted by Hr. Barkers dirty 
mind. References to breasts may be called for on LA Law or Designing Women 
but it certainly hae no place in morning tvi 


I havent decided vhther oc not I vill continue to viev your program. Im so 
fed up with this dirty stuff! Mr. Barker is a very telented man, he doesnt 
need to resort to lewd comments to boost up hia ratings! Please tell me 
this vill not become a habjt. Bad habits are hard to break, I should know! 
(I quit smoking 3 years and 3 months ago Sept. Sth. I hope something vill 
be done about this as I am one of your best fans! 

Sincerely, 


Benjamin M. [i 


FEE WEES "77 


JUL 29 '91 14113 UNISTAR WASHINGT UN rGz 


PROBABLE ۸ AFFIDAVIT 
SARASOTA COUNTY 
SHEA SPS 0۷۶۶۷۳ 


leet ae جس سن و‎ Belk 


pa) amme‏ دودوم ےچس 

Eora 

—— ———— سے -Ú‏ ی 
ہے Pai‏ نے MATTE Cm v ens ara C» qe‏ 


S PROOF 


- 


WP TSS. 012347 | 


| r) GÎ 


| در رر یت تر تی 
` - 08۹ )"0 


"eut ۰ 
Pe XIX IE I 


Catcaco IL SOL 


000002 7F ۱۲0۵ 50ؤ‎ 209900 09۳۴ 
dme مسر مسکطہہ‎ of کو مہم‎ [| Ake paco ہبہ‎ ROW creed ir Pu. am. 


aruo,‏ لا (لاسد الللل۶ھتلنذد ttes salessigy sucacsafft-a (nau the Foote‏ ہیں 


DON'T BOTHER TELLING US ABOUT 
THE GOOD OLD DAYS, YA GASBAG! 


In which the editor takes a nostalgic look at punk days of not so long ago and sees what could quite possibly be a heavily 
distorted version of reality... 


How to make this long story short... Well, there's no way, so deal with it. This is the story of me and punk rock, but mostly about the 
Chicago punk scene. If I go off on some ridiculous tangent, let it be known now that the whole POINT of this is to point out why the 
punk scene is way better now than it was eight years ago when I got involved. I think. 

Ok, to begin with, I was stuck in a drug treatment center in Maine (oh, this is a good beginning) at the tender age of fifteen. It was 1984. 
I was into bongs, speed, Scorpions, Judas Priest and Motorhead. Ok, so there are a few punks in this joint and very quickly I start getting 
turned on to some terrific sounds, like Black Flag's DAMAGED (still possibly the best punk album of all time), Circle Jerks WILD IN 
THE STREETS, Sex Pistols NEVER MIND THE BOLLOCKS and Dead Kennedys FRESH FRUIT FOR ROTTING VEGETABLES. I 
get a glance at a copy of Maximum Rock-n-Roll and find it to be so sloppy that I can barely read it. I read it anyway. It's like another 
world, pretty intimidating cause I know nothing about it. Ok, time goes on and more punks get admitted to the lovely Hotel Maine, like 
this cool skinhead girl from Boston who lets me tape Dead Kennedys IN GOD WE TRUST and the BOSTON NOT L.A. comp. (surely 
hands down winner for the best punk compilation EVER). My friend Brian, who was able to go on home visits to New Hampshire every 
week, starts taping me the "All Ages Show" on WUNH from Durham. Now we're cookin’. I get to hear Angry Samoans, Descendents, 
Meatmen, PTL Klub, Buzzcocks, Battalion of Saints, Tar Babies, Flipper, Husker Du, Shattered Faith, Minutemen, Saccharine Trust, 
Adolescents, blah, blah, blah. Naturally I lose interest in most of the heavy metal I've been listening to. 

Fast forward to the end of 1985. I'm back in Prospect Hts. and I see kids with big mohawks and green hair all over the place. What the 
fuck? I wasn't even gone that long, but things had radically changed. I quickly drop out of highschool and enroll in night classes. I also 
get a job at the Randhurst movie theater in Mt. Prospect, where I meet up with one John Jughead, who I vaguely remembered from 7th 
grade wrestling team. But Johnny-boy knows his punk rock (he also knew some stuff that I wasn't too into, like Jazz Butcher and Tones 
On Tail and The Outnumbered, whose main man is now the driving force behind Pansy Division). 

Well, I'm tired of fucking around with weird tenses, so let's just say one of the first shows I saw was the Ramones at the Metro. It was the 
best show I've ever seen, to this day. Of course, J had to start a band. I convinced John to join me and we quickly rounded up a bassist 
and drummer and formed Screeching Weasel (after a brief stint as All Night Garage Sale - typical dumb suburban kid name. Well, I guess 
Screeching Weasel is pretty dumb too, but I'm stuck with it). 

In the meantime, we saw some shows together, like Circle Jerks, Government Issue and the Defoliants at Metro, Naked Raygun at Metro 
about fifty times (it only cost 6 bucks too, and by the way, I have a really cool story I want to tell you about the second or third time I 


DURTY NELLIES PIT FEATURING 
WARREN OZZFISH 


saw Naked Raygun. They came on [I think that was the same show at which a 
metallized version of Channel 3 opened and got beaned with full beer cans by 
skinheads] and Pezzati sez: "Certain people have accused us of selling out. 
Well, we counted up all the cash [snicker, snicker] and figured out that we did 
sell out by a hundred bucks. So here it is." With that, he pulls out a wad of 
dollar bills and whips it into the crowd, creating a pre-fabbed frenzy for their 
first song, which was probably Rat Patrol. Anyway, it was cool. I guess you 
had to be there) as well as a bunch of other shit. The one that sticks out in my 
mind though, was Lost Cause and No Empathy at McGreevys in Glenview. I 
mean, this place was total cheese, it made McGregors look like Gilman (and 
what the hell is all this Mc crap in the suburbs anyway?) and it was an official 
TEEN CLUB: Neato. Lost Cause sucked. They had an in with Sean Duffy 
(who back then, booked almost every punk show that came to town) and as a 
result, anybody who'd ever seen a punk show at Metro had put up with Lost 
Cause as the opening band at one point. 

Anyway, No Empathy opened the show and jesus FUCK were they good! I 
mean, they were nothing like they are now; they had this wacked out guitar 
player (who ended up in Repulse Kava) and a totally crazy rhythm section - 
total hardcore! They remained my heroes until they started getting new band 
members (like Ozzy Osbourne look-alike Greg Banks, who ended up moving 
to L.A. to try out for T.S.O.L. - glamstyle). 

Metro shows were usually around seven bucks, and they usually pretty much 
sucked. The bouncers were mostly skinheads and they seemed to enjoy 
inflicting pain on people. Their skinhead buddies were allowed to roam the pit 
beating the crap out of whoever they felt like. Those who fought back were 
soundly thrashed and tossed outside by the SECURITY. There were a lot of 
fights at Metro, almost always involving skinheads. An important point here: 
The skinheads back then were not skinny little kids from Schaumburg trying to 
look tough; they were BIG - no, HUGE - and MEAN as hell. They were 
goddamm scary and it seemed like everyone tried to get on their good side. 
The Metro shows were a little creepy ‘cause you always had to be overly aware 
so you didn't get caught in the middle of a fistfight or smashed and pummeled 
by a skinhead battering ram line. This was a big issue, and there was nothing 
anyone could (or was willing to) do about it. | 

There were other shows during the Metro period, of course, like at the 
Warehouse (on the West side; I only went to one Warehouse show cause S.W. 
was playing. It was pretty lame but it was the second Warehouse, and I'm sure 
that whole scene could be better documented by Vapid; at that point I was 
severely afflicted with panic disorder and I didn't go out much). I attended an 
Igloo show in, I think, the summer of 1987 (the club was over near the 
Riveria, although I think that was about the fourteenth place it had been). 
Reagan Youth was playing, as were Impulse Manslaughter and Generation 
Waste. Very, very punk looking people were crowded outside on the 
sidewalk, drinking, screaming, acting tough and whatnot. The club was on the 
second floor (making it even hotter than its normal temperature of 300 
degrees) and it was packed as hell. Some wacked out black guy named 
General B or something came and sang songs for us while we waited in a 
closet sized room for the doors to open. Impulse Manslaughter played first and 
were horrible. Then Generation Waste came on. Generation Waste were a big 
deal. They had a huge following (mostly the total punk types - Mollie Mutz 
would've been a big G.W. fan) and seemed destined to be the next Life 
Sentence. Actually, they were a pretty good band. They played total fast 
melodic hardcore, lots of guts, y'know, actually not too far from what Life 
Sentence did on their first album. Anyway, they came on and the crowd went 
wild. Almost immediately, the monstrous skinheads took over the floor. Here's 
how it usually worked: One skinny, not too tough-looking skinhead would go 
into the pit and trip up some poor schlep. The schlep would ignore it. He'd do 
it again. The schlep would ignore it again. Finally, the schlep is getting fed 
up, and he figures, "Fuck it, this guy's not too big", so he shoves him away. 
Big mistake. Immediately, a huge gang of skinheads descend on the poor 
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schlep and beat and kick the holy piss out of him for "fucking" with 
their skinhead brother. | 

That night, I saw this exact thing going on right in front of 
Generation Waste. Dan Vapid was their singer. What I saw was him 
pretending like he didn't see anything. He still swears to this day that 
he didn't. I still think he did. In fact, not to get too off the track here, 
but when we played a show in St. Louis with Generation Waste not 
too long after that, the same kooky skinhead shit was going on while 
GW were playing. I went up to Dan and called his attention to it. 
This time he stopped his band and read the skinheads the riot act. 
Maybe I was wrong. 

Around this time, a bunch of cool stuff started happening. First off, 
Underdog agreed to put out an album for us. Secondly, I wrote a 
silly letter about shitty alternative bands like Sonic Youth and 
R.E.M. (I slammed Husker Du too, although this was around the 
time the Warehouse album was released and man, it stank) to 
Maximum. They printed it in the letters section, and Sonic Youth 
printed it on the sleeve of their Master-Dik EP on SST. I started 
getting hate mail. It was great. I also wrote a letter to the editors of 
Non-Stop Banter, a fancy pants college music rag from Orland Park, 
complaining that they were snobs. They invited me to review records 
for them. I did (and boy, did they suck). I got canned from NSB 
soon (they folded soon after, ha ha!) and was immediately given a 
record reviewing job by Jim Testa of Jersey Beat fanzine, who knew 
of me through NSB. I also started doing the Chicago scene reports 
for Maximum, 

The scene reports had been previously done by Sean Duffy and later, 
by Danni who had booked the Igloo. They were a lot of fun, 
especially since I had a whole new scene to write about. 

No Empathy's singer, Marc, told me about a club in Palatine called 
Durty Nellies where they had played a gig with some metal band. It 
sounded cool, and I called up the club's booking agent, Tom 
Kolicki, and asked if my band could play. We could and we did, 
with bands like I.D. Under, No Empathy and Bhopal Stiffs. We got 
pretty good turnouts cause a lot of the punks were from the suburbs 
anyway, and the shows were four bucks (as a plus, no goony 
bouncers). : 

After a few trial runs, we decided to start booking shows on a 
regular basis. I worked with Tom and got help from Jughead. Matt 
Nelson worked the sound and was the cheesy M.C. for the shows. 
Our first one was an all day THRASHFEST (a stupid name, but 
Tom had some weird sort of allegiance to the guys in this awful 
metal band called Battle Array, and he didn't scem to like the word 
PUNK). The Ozzfish Experience played, as did Bhopal Stiffs, 
Impulse Manslaughter, Screeching Weasel, !.D. Under, No 
Empathy, Certain Death, Generation Waste, Battle Array and a 
Palatine band called Dirty Dishes. It was an all day thing (I think we 
charged 8 bucks) and it went over well enough to get us the green 
light for more shows. 

It's important to understand that at the time, unless you were in bed 
with Sean Duffy (and we most certainly were not; we practically 
made a career out of "talking shit" and antagonizing the hell out of 
him), it was literally impossible to get all-ages shows in Chicago. 
Sure, there were places that would pop up now and then, like the 
Bank and the Iron Rail on Irving, but by the time you found out 
about it and tried to get your band booked there, the owners had 
decided that punks were a pain in the ass and not worth the hassle 
financially. We played shitholes like Batteries Not Included on 
Clybourn (which was booked by a crook named Jim Ellison, who 
now makes MTV videos with his awful band, Material Issue. They 


| 


were aud De then too, and Jim always had a reputation a asa — 


shyster), or once in a blue moon, Dreamerz or Ewi. (Atctrially; both .: 
these clubs did a few all ages shows - Fang played Dreamerz once - 
but there was no commitment, it was totally sporadic and it was a 
completely cutthroat situation booking-wise). 

So Durty Nellies was a big deal and we had a lot of fun with it. In 
the earlier days, I totally loved seeing some of the great local bands 
like Initial Reaction (ok, they broke up before Durty Nellies, but 
they were pretty cool anyway), Number Nine (total Black Flag-like 
fury featuring punk rock's greatest drummer, who ended up singing 
in Gear), Bhopal Stiffs (whose original lineup was SOOOO fucking 
good you'd almost wet your pants), Certain Death (whose 
singer/guitarist Danny Sleeze wore a headset microphone like 
Madonna and worshipped the Dead Kennedys), I.D. Under (their 
bassist, Audrey Shaw, drew most of the Metro fliers for Sean and a 
couple for us. She was the only person I ever met who totally had 
Doug Ward's number. I used to cackle at the way she'd pick on him 
when he left the room), Impulse Manslaughter (always pretty 
unbearable live - they insisted on playing at three million decibels 
but somehow managed to be fun anyway) along with Fudgetunnel, 
Industrialized Autocracy (total flaming Mohawk hardcore - a great 
band), any one of a million of Alkie Jim's bands (like Violent 
Regurgitation or the Terrible Infants), Generation Waste (their 
singer, known then as Dan Schafer, went on to Screeching Weasel 
and Sludgeworth; guitarist Fat Ted went on to Gear and second 
drummer Pat now plays in the Vindictives), Group Of Individuals 
(who couldn't keep a drummer on account of their anarchist singer 
Mike's insistence that only HE play drums on studio recordings), 
Insolent Respect (they used to cover Sex Pistols songs - two 
members went on to Sludgeworth) and a little later, Unified Field 


(basically a bunch of Buffalo Grove crybabies), Spongetunnel, Gear, | 


Boredom Struck, Apocalypse Hoboken and on and on. It got to be 
pretty clique-y near the end, but for a while, those shows were great. 
One of the best bands from 1985-1988 was the Ozzfish Experience. 
The band was two guys, the drummer, Ozz (a kooky metalhead guy 
into Venom and Alf) and Fish, this wacked out skinny kid from 
South Holland who always wore bell bottoms and had long greasy 
hair. Fish played guitar and "sang" (he sounded like an angry, 
retarded five year old) and an Ozzfish show wasn't complete until 
Fish had stumbled over his own guitar amp and crashed into the 
drum kat. It was obnoxious, hilarious stuff. 

And there were so many freaky people around. Like the short guy 
with the beard who always had a blue sweatshirt on that said 
"DEFOLIANTS" in big white letters, and always carried around a 
pair of drum sticks which he'd thrash in the air while bands played. 
He hung around with some heavy metal kid named Mayhem Mike, 
and a show wasn't a show if they weren't there. Or Martin, getting 
smashed around in the pit while he took pictures for everybody's 
bands. Or Alkie Jim, the big beer belly guy, forever accusing every 
band that played of selling out while at the same time telling them 
how great they were. Or Lynn from Waukegan who would cut your 
hair for free and made the mistake of going with me to Florida to 
pick up Crimpshrine on their fucked up '88 tour. Or Angie from the 
South Side who always had a big mohawk and was total political 
until she woke up one day and decided to become a nazi (I hear she's 
a born-again Christian now). Or Adam Rebelius, who put out 3M 
zine and wrote a million letters to MRR assessing the state of the 
scene (Vapid says Adam thought the warehouse was total punk 


because you could drink there and it was in a bad neighborhood). Or} 


Corky, who used to put out an ARA fanzine and organized anti- 
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racist shows and picnics. Or Lainie and David Smith who dressed as flowers for the ~ 


Halloween show and won lifetime passes to any shows Matt Nelson ever puts on 
again in his LIFE. 

I still see Fish occasionally (he played bass in Screeching Weasel for a while) but he 
spends his time now playing in a death metal band and teaching science to fifth 
graders on the South Side. Martin is still around, having recently visited Uruguay. 
He still takes pictures, but he also puts out an occasional record and sings in Los 
Crudos - the ONLY good hardcore band left in Chicago. Ann (our ex-bassist's ex- 
girlfriend whom he tried to bean with his bass in the middle of our set - we threw 
him out soon after) ended up hanging out with the North Side Crew guys (who 


threatened my life more than once) and I think she's now raising a rugrat in suburbia. 


Adam Rebelius became a Deadhead. Lainie moved to Lubbock, then Austin TX 
where she puts out a zine called Banal Probe and an occasional chapbook by yours 
truly. David Smith moved back home to Sacramento where he makes "I Hate Ben 
Weasel" t-shirts and puts out a rib-tickling zine called Jerk (I think that's his middle 
name). 

Of course, plenty of people are still around, like Marc No Empathy, Doug from LD. 
Under, Glen from Impulse Manslaughter (I.M. is actually still around, playing with 
our first bass player), Dan and Pat from Generation Waste, Matt Nelson, Jughead 
and probably about twenty cthers. Most have drifted off into their boring lives, or 
worse, spend their days at a shitty job and their nights at punk rock bars, wishing 
they had been around to see the Clash. 

We only did shows there for about a year and a half, but it seemed like so much 
longer. There were problems, like the Palatine punks' initial displeasure with me 
doing shows there (they were pissed that the door went from four bucks to five, and 
that I didn't book Palatine bands [of which there were two] more often. They were 
snivelling little two faced cowards about it and they inspired me to start a one-sheet, 
two-sided newsletter called Slam Sheet. I did three of them and gave them out at 
shows). The owner often cancelled gigs at the last minute for dumb things like 
Christmas parties for his friends and whatnot. And anybody remember the Bloody 
Mess/10-96 f1asco? 


But it was the only thing going on in the suburbs and it got a lot of people into punk. 


There were a lot of people involved in making things work, Like Mike from Ranger 
studio who would let us slide a week or two on the P.A. so we could pay the bands 
halfway decently at shows with low turnouts. And Michelle, who sold sodas in the 
back by the bar, and still does the same thing at McGregors now (and I swear, it's 
always nice to see someone around still helping out without turning into a jerk. 
Michelle's rad). And all the crazy assholes who went fliering with me all over the 
suburbs and city. And Jughead, who helped with the P.A. and organization. And 
Matt Nelson, who more than once gave bands money out of his own pocket - not 
because they had a "guarantee", but because for some stupid reason people didn't 
show. And of course there were the nameless, faceless people who showed up to 
every goddamm gig, no matter who was playing - they were really the backbone of 
that scene (and some of them still are, over at McGregors). 

The Fast and Loud show was still going on at WNUR (89.3), and even though 
Rodney had left (me, Vapid, Joe Vindictive [ex-Viktimz of Society], Johnny 
Chainsaw and Joe Number Nine were at the studio at his last show) it stayed pretty 
good with Ellen, Mike and Roxanne at the turntable (it TOTALLY sucks now). 
Punk rock was pretty much dead at Metro, due to too many skinhead brawls (and 
eventually, most of the skinheads drifted away). In fact, our moment of crowning 
glory (other than getting the fantastic Rhythm Pigs to play on their last tour) was 
when we had Ozzfish, Dirty Dishes, Desperate Minds from Canada, Sloppy 
Seconds, Zero Boys, Operation Ivy, K.G.B. (who were hands down the greatest 
band that day - although Zero Boys came close) and Toxic Reasons play at Durty 
Nellies for an all day show, holding our own pretty goddamm well against Agnostic 
Front and No Empathy over at McGreevys. The Effigies played one of their first 
comeback shows at our club (even though we were only there a few nights a month, 
it was OUR goddam club!). Crimpshrine played there on their only tour, as did Mr. 
T Experience, Dead Silence, Tragic Mulatto, F.O.D., the Vandals and about a 
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billion others (or so it seemed). MY last show there as promoter was with Life Sentence and Only The Strong, and it sucked. 

Ownership changed hands at Durty Nellies and the new owner didn't want any punks in his place. That was that. I gave up doing shows (I 
didn't have the time, and even though I could have started taking money for my efforts had I wanted to, I was too burned out) and Matt 
Nelson got Tom Kolicki to get him in at McGregors. I actually booked a couple of the shows there, the first one being Fang with Boom 
and the Legion of Doom from Michigan (and I think they got arrested - I don't know, I was in Indiana that weekend) and Impulse 
Manslaughter with Guy Aitchison singing. I also did the D.O.A./SNFU/Beatnigs/Life Sentence show which was cool minus the fact that 
SNFU were pretty snotty and far too slick for a punk band. 

But I think what really killed off the Durty Nellies thing (as a scene) was the signing of LD. Under, No Empathy and Impulse 
Manslaughter to Walkthrufyre Records. Walkthrufyre was run by a couple of creeps who worked for both Important and Kaleidoscope 
(remember those crooks?) distributors. They put out the first Life Sentence album and it did really well (or it seemed that way to us; at 
that point, 8,000 copies sold seemed incredible to us) and I think the bands thought they'd become just as big as L.S. (or Out Of Order, a 
godawful Walkthrufyre band that was huge in Chicago but deservedly totally unknown everywhere else). They didn't. The records got out 
but I don't think any of the bands ever got paid and I don't think it's very easy to even find the records anymore. The Impulse 
Manslaughter one isn't too good (their album on Underdog is a million times better), the No Empathy album is pretty good (a lot better 
than their one on Roadkill) but the real shame was the I.D. Under record (which I don't own cause I refused to buy anything on 
Walkthrufyre - it was a fuckin' boycott for crying out loud!). The I.D. Under pe is really great - I think it captured that band at its best 
and one of these days, Doogie will give me a copy. 

With these bands signing, and other bands moving on, dropping out or 7 up, the attitude in the scene seemed to become more 
cutthroat (by the way, it didn't help that during the entire time I was around - until quite recently, in fact - there was not a single fanzine 
that lasted more than two issues. Y'know, it mighta helped to give some cohesiveness and perspective...). Bands were getting more 
serious about being successful, other bands were getting jealous, and it was all coming out in a lot of petty gossipping and rumors (at one 
point, Screeching Weasel was supposedly going to have a rumble with Generation Waste - I swear I'm not making that up!) 

Also right near the end of Durty Nellies, Dave Best, a professional college grad from Indiana, had moved to Chicago and called me up 
one night out of blue to say, "I have ten thousand dollars here and I want you to start a record label for me." He assured me that he would 
only be the "figurehead" of the label. Yeah, right. We released a few records, (including the Screeching Weasel Boogadax3 album and 
the Bhopal Stiffs E.P.A 12" which if you don't have, you better go buy this instant. I mean it!) but Jughead and I quickly tired of Dave's 
wacko theories about taking over the Chicago scene and turning our nation into the United Punks of America. He wanted to go the 
professional route (slick music conventions, UPC codes, etc.) We didn't. We quit. 

Juggy and I started doing the Underdog collective, but between me, Doug and Russ arguing over the tiniest of details, nothing seemed to 
get accomplished (save for the Achtung Chicago compilation). We quit. My, we didn't work well with others, did we? Screeching Weasel 
broke up. I became a half-assed alcoholic. Hmm, where will this end? Oh well, you know where it's at now. I do a column for Maximum 
(after quitting the scene reports 1n a blaze of apathy), I sing and play guitar in the newest incarnation of Screeching Weasel and I spend 
most of my time writing and reading. 

Of course, it's not all that different at McGregors than it was at Durty Nellies (except there are a hell of a lot more people - a frightening 
amount, in fact). The video kids from Naperville are friendly familiar faces, as are the John Personality gang from Park Ridge, the 
Underdog folks and Shane from Staring Problem. Fights are rare. Hell, the punk scene is better than it's ever been (well, it could probably 
be more friendly - people used to come up and chat with you a bit more than now...). But by the same token, it seems to have become so 
goddamm easy to be a punk, which isn't all a bad thing, except that it seems like certain jaded, cynical attitudes are in place in 
newcomers that used to take a few years to take hold. 

Bands now nonchalantly discuss their motives in purely financial terms, and have no problem with giving in to their little kid desire to 
sign to a major. There are a million bands out there, but none of them have released anything, probably because they're waiting for 
someone to do it for them (8-Bark and the Vindictives are big exceptions). I dunno, I guess the good outweighs the bad, but it just seems 
like too much of this mall attitude has infiltrated my beloved punk scene; there's nothing more depressing than to be sitting selling t-shirts 
and almost every person who comes up hands you a twenty dollar bill. I used to constantly HAGGLE with people! It was kinda funny. 
Well, I certainly don't want to go back to the "good old days", I just wish I was a little more in touch with what's going on now. 

Sure, a lot of it's my own fault. I've become totally jaded. I don't even bother going to see most shows now cause I know exactly how 
they'll turn out. I can almost understand why the Raygun/Effigies/Big Black crowd is so utterly bitter and cynical (though god help me if I 
ever get to that point). 

I guess part of the problem is I still have the same difficulty talking to people at shows that I did eight years ago. The difference now is 
that people seem more intimidated by me than I am by them. Either way, since my band has become more popular, I've slowly grown 
more insulated, to the point where people look at me differently than they do others. I had a long talk with Vapid about it (he knows the 
feeling probably better than I) and we decided we'd make an attempt to talk to people more at gigs. It didn't really work. Most people 
looked at me like I was nuts for coming up and just talking to them, like "I DON'T KNOW YOU!!!" Well, so what? How do you think 
you GET to know people? I met a couple of cool people, but mostly I think I made an ass out of myself. The really scary part is that most 
of the people I tried to talk to didn't really have anything to say. I've also tried to be present at more shows so I'm not so fucking out of 
touch. But it's tough. I mean, I've sat through so many horrible bands and seen the same shows so many times, it really takes something 
out of the ordinary to interest me. Oh well, things are going well, and at least we still have a cool club to play... and yeah, things are a 
hell of a lot better now then they were before. I just wish it wasn't so fucking boring. 
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THE SECTION) UyrTHeur A TITLE THAT'S ALL ABouT Movies... 
IN WHICH A PAGE Ano A HALE oF EXTRA SPACE (8S FILLED 


IF You' RE TALKING “Tos AMERICAN COMEDIES, Yo RE TALKA” 
WILDER + PRYOR. TWO Comic GENIUSES WHO REINVENTED THE ۷ا‎ 
FLICK. A CoofLÉ oF HEAVY-DUTY Co6S CLICK IG TOGETHER /A) 

A WELL-oILED MACHINE. A PAIR OF LAUGHSMITHS, EACH HIP ENG 
Te KNow WHEN TO ATTACK ANG WHEA © Hecv BACK - 

AFTER STEALING THÉ Sttow د۱۸‎ imm, MEL BRooks FUCKS LIKE 
BLAZING SÁVULÉS , Youwe FRAVKENSTE(A, & MOST MEMORABLY, 

, GENE WILDER HAT SUCCESSFULLY TATTOOED ttis 
NAME on THE INNER THIGH OF THAT FICKLE LADY Know As FILM 
COMEDY HISTORY. YES, HE SLEPT wiTH SHEEP (wm OTHER Films, 
Awo EVEN MADE His ٥ںیہن‎ (TH EnTURES OF SHE 6 ; 
SMARTER BREMER, WttleH | HAVEAST YET SEEN So FEEL FREE To WB 
ME A COPY), BUT MEY WERE MERELY (UNG ow THE ۷ 
WILDER CAKE, — 

RICHARD PRYOR, THE HorTEST Comic or THE TOS (AND PERHAPS 
THE ONLY HONEST WE AS WELL) HAD DONE A BIT OF ACTING PRIOR = 
(no te) To His TEAMING ۶ WITH GENE, INCLUDING A DRAMATIC, 
ROLE IW THE ری اک رجا‎ PAUL SCHRADER Film BLUE COLLAR (WtticH 
ALSo STARREV YAPHET keTTo (CURRENTLY SEEN ow TV'S “Homicipe 3 
Ano ONE oF AMERICA’S GREATEST Fim ACTORS, HARVEY KIETEL 
دن٥٥‎ is tad Tuo NEud FLICKS: RESERVOIR Docs + BAD LIEUTENANT). 
PRYOR S Coot, HIP HUMOR WAS THE PERFECT COMPLEMENT TO 
WILDERS NEORSTIC ہ۸22 ک‎ ۰۱۰۳۰/ d CHARMING INNOCENCE. 

WILDER کا‎ THE STRAIGHT HAA WITH A TWITCH To PRYOR'S 
SLICK VERSIOW oF EVERYMAN. SILVER STREAK EP/TOm/2Es HIS 
THEORY j ALTHOUGH EACH ACTOR CAN MORE THAN CARRY A SCENE on 

HIS OWN, THE SCREEA) SIZZLES LIHEN BOTH MEAN ARE OW CAMERA. 
PLOTWISE, STREAK IS THE STRONGEST oF THE DUSS Films, WITH 
COMING IW A STRONG SECOND. THE Romwric 
SCENES ARE HANDLED Smoothly BY WILDER AND PRYOR IS ta) FWE 
Comic Form. SHoulo BE REWTED w) AweTHER You. 

ANOTHER You 16 THE SEcowD WILDER | PRYOR COMEBACK, AND 
WITH PRYOR As A Con MAN dr WILDER AS THE PATHOLOGICAL LIAR 
in) His CARE, THE CoMEPIc OPPeRTUUITES ARE THERE + ARE TAKEN 
FULL ADVANTAGE OF CCHAIST, (THINK | TUST LEFT A ع88۴۱‎ 
DANGLING). PLUS, THERE'S Ab SUCH THING AS A Lousy ۸۸۸٣ THAT 


HAS ITS CLIMAX InN A BREWERY. 

SEE No EVIL, HEAR Ae EVIL HAS Some SEVERE PLOT PADBLEMS 
CryPicAt STOLEN TEWEL Semier) BUT PRYOR CBL) ¢ WILDER CEA) 
MAKE THE BEST oF WHAT THEY'RE Gen t PULL IT حجہ‎ BEST 
peg As THE SEcown HALF oF A DOUGLE FEATURE STARTING WITH 
STIR CRAZY . 


IO STR, THE Boys GET FRAMED FoR A SANK TDG Avv ”دو‎ 
Uf دہ‎ THE CAN wit Some SERIOUS CRIMINALS, MOST OF oMlo^ TURA) 
OUT To BE LoVABLE, HARMLESS STEREOTYPES, CRAIG T. NELsa'sS 
SAvisne (oARv Is A Cool SATIRE OF THE EVIL ScREW mw. THE. 
LONGEST YARD. THE WHOLE THING IS SLIGHTLY CoRAN, BUT PRYOR 
¥ WIWER WERE NEVER Funwieér d THE SCEME WHERE THE 
OBLIGATORY, FAT, BALD CRAZY KILLER Guy Cutos REALLY A Pussy CAT 
INSIVE) SINGS © BIRMINGHAM JAIL? IS TRULY HAwnaAG, NvoR SITES 
Wit ACHE, | 

A CURSE ow THOSE wro CLAim THESE "ues CAREERS ARE 
OVER! RICHARD PRYOR 4 GENE WILDER MAY BE CUTE ۱۴۵۶ RELICS vo 
ںہ‎ Book, BUT | PREvicr THAT THEY WILL Boni RISE AGAIN Te 
NICKLE AMERICAS Fumay Boi E & SEW KVUCKLEHEAPS LIKE BILLY 
CRYSTAL AnD DANA CARNEY PACKIUG, ہہ‎ OUTTA Room, UNTIL 
NEXT TIME, WHE WE TALIE JOHN WATERS FoR THE $3,096 *— TIME, 


You were a kid and something hap- 
pened fo you that changed your 


life, that made you the person you 
are now. 


` You might have been three, or eight, or twelve, but 
you remember it like it was yesterday. 


I've been collecting stories like that this year for 
printing in a one-shot zine in 1993. | need more 
stories, from all kinds of people. 


Send in your story, whether it's a few words or a couple 
pages. If you can send a photo from your childhood, do that. | will return 
the photo, and send a copy of the zine later. I will not be printing names of the authors, 
because ۱ want all the stories to have equal weight, free of any celebrity hype. 


‘Send any story to: Ebb! and Flow? PO Box 397 Skokie, IL 60076-0397 


1993 Major League Baseball predictions - from the punx. 


In which we take on the serious question of what is punk and what is not? and come to the conclusion that discussing the '93 baseball season beats 
the hell out of listening to old Buzzcocks records in some dick's basement 


JIM TESTA - EDITOR, JERSEY BEAT FANZINE, 
WEEHAWKEN, NJ 


ALEAS AL WEST 


Toronto Blue Jays Kansas City Royals 
Baltimore Orioles Minnesota T wins 

New York Yankees Oakland Athletics 

Detroit Tigers Seattle Mariners / 
Milwaukee Brewers California Angels l 


Boston Red Sox 
Cleveland Indians 


Chicago White Sox 2 : 
Texas Rangers 


NL EAST NL WEST 

Pittsburgh Pirates Cincinnati Reds 
Montreal Expos Houston Astros 
Philadelphia Phillies Atlanta Braves 


Chicago Cubs Los Angeles Dodgers 
St. Louis Cardinals San Diego Padres 
New York Mets San Francisco Giants 


Florida Marlins Colorado Rockies 


Hil 
AL: "No one in the East did anything this winter that will let //// 


them challenge Toronto, who got even stronger with Paul  // 


Molitor and Dave Stewart. Dave Cone will have a monster K 
نہ‎ 


year in Kansas City." 

NL: "Two new expansion teams will give everyone else a few 
more wins in the East but Pittsburgh will do it again even 
without Bonds. Marge Schott gets bounced this winter and 
the boost in morale energizes the Reds, who stay healthy for 
a change." 


LEW BRICKHATE - OCCASIONAL SINGER, WEIRD GUY, 
OAK PARK, IL 


"I'm gonna say Atlanta will win the World Series hands down, 
primarily because of today's date (12-10-92); the Braves just 
signed ex-Cub Greg Maddux. We could be looking at four 20 
game winners in Maddux, Smoltz, Avery and Glavine. The 
Braves still hava a potent offense and look for rookie 
catcher Javier Lopez to become rookie of the year. As of 12- 
10, the Braves are a lock to win the World Series and 
possibly win 105 games." 


ADDENDUM: "Just found out that the Yankees got Wade 
Boggs. | still like the Braves to take it all but | guarantee a 
Braves/Yanks World Series. The problem with the Yankees 
is that most of their power hitters are left handed which 
means a good lefty pitcher will close them down. The Braves 
have lefties Avery and Glavine to stop the Yanks. Look for 
Wickman, Yankee pitcher traded by the White Sox, to do 
good things - possible AL rookie of the year." 


BILL KORNER JR. - PUNK GUY, MANAGER OF A 
BASEBALL CARD STORE, TOMAH, WI 


AL EAST AL WEST 
Orioles Twins 

Red Sox White Sox 
Blue Jays Hangers 
Indians Athletics 
Yankees Mariners 
Tigers Royals 
Brewers Angels 

NL EAST NL. WEST 
Cubs Braves 
Expos Padres 
Cardinals Reds 

Mets Giants 
Pirates Dodgers 
Phillies Astros 
Marlins Rockies 


AL: The Orioles will win the division; the Jays lost too much 
pitching and the Brew Crew lost too much in every position. 
In the West, those damn Twinkies will be back, with the 
underacheiver White Sox falling short again. 


NL: The Cubs only divisional competition should be the 
Expos. The Cubs lost the best pitcher in baseball (Maddux) 
but picked up a lot of good free agents. Watch for Jose 
Guzman to win 17 - 20 games. In the West, | go with the 
safe, boring, predictable choice of the Braves. The same 
cast of characters on one rich Greg Maddux should be 
enough for the Ted Turner boys to win it all. 


PLAYOFFS/WORLD SERIES: Braves over Cubs in NL, 
Orioles over Twins in AL, Braves over Orioles in World 
Series. 


ae 


E "As a kid growing up, | eitlier wanted to be ina Tock band or l wanted to be a baseball player and you never thought you could really succeed at 
'* doing that."- Johnny Ramone ter’ iiss 


IGGY SCAM - SQUATTER, GUITARIST IN GHICKENHEAD, 


BEN WEASEL - EDITOR OF THIS MAG, PATHETIC DUPE OF EDITOR OF SCAM FANZINE, MIAMI, FL 


THE TRIBUNE CORP. 
AL EAST AL WEST E ALEAST ALWEST 
Orioles White Sox ré Orioles Twins 
Blue Jays Rangers NN RA Red Sox Mariners 
Brewers Twins دد‎ Yankees Rangers 
Yankees Angels ا‎ Brewers Royals 
Red Sox Mariners $ Ay Indians Athletics 
Tigers Athletics Tigers White Sox 
Indians Royals (iggy forgot Toronto California 
- not picking 

NLEAST NEWEST them last, are you???) 
Expos Astros 
و سیت‎ NLEAST NL WEST 
2 pos نپ‎ Pirates Braves 
Pirates Rockies Expos Dodgers 
varing Padres Cardinals Astros 
Phillies Giants Mains Baas 
Miele 09 Phillies Reds 

Mets Giants‏ ۱ ۱ : ۱ ات 
AL: "Baltimore is coming on strong and will battle it out to the Cubs Shit, | can't remember the name of the‏ 


end with Toronto. The Brewers picked up last year but never 
expect too much from Milwaukee. Red Sox will be strongly 
improved (especially with the bat of ex-Cub Andre Dawson) 
and will win their division in 1994 after a nice performance 
this year. The White Sox and Rangers will both come on 
strong, the Sox on opening day and the Rangers in mid- 
season. The Mariners will surprise everyone by placing 
fourth. The A's are dead." 


NL:"Montreal is too good to keep down. Their only real 
opposition in the East will be the Cubs, who might have the 
pitching to pull through (they spent money on their bullpen) 
but probably won't have the hitting and definitely don't have 
the speed to keep their pitching staff from dealing with the 
reality that one run given up may lose a lot of games. Both 
the Marlins and Rockies will shock the world, but don't be too 
shocked; they both made great picks. Another shocker will 
be the Astros edging out Atlanta. The Braves have the 
talent, but they can't come through in the clutch (they 


BARELY made it into the Series last year) and their massive 
shortcomings where it COUNTS the last two years will cause 
them to choke repeatedly. The Houston team has come of 
age; the only team in the NL with comparable combined 
speed is Montreal and these fuckers can hit the ball (still no 
plethora of long-ball kings but those base hits add up). The 
Mets and Dodgers will occupy the basement and | will be the 
first to gloat." 


PLAYOFFS/WORLD SERIES: Houston beats Montreal in 
seven. Chicago beats Baltimore in six and goes on to 
clobber the Astros in four. 


other team (Rockies) 
"Due to a lot of craziness, spray painting, beer stealing, 
band touring, etc. I've been unable to keep up on a lot of 
post-season transactions and it's too early for those big pre- 
season mags that | always glance at in Publix while | wait to 
see if anyone's noticed that l've moved past the registers 
with the 12-pack, so here's my picks anyways. Weasel said 
keep it short so I'll save the tour of Miami's Jose Canseco 
Street and the pitching mound where | won the championship 
for my team when | was ten until next time." 


AL: West - Close race, any team could take it, or win the 
East for that matter. There should be rioting in the streets of 
the Twin Cities come October. Kirby Puckett's gonna put 
toothpaste on his head, go vegan and bat .350. 

Seattle has lots 'o young talent. Every other year they 
almost get it together, so that's the trend at work here. 

In Texas, Sierra and Canseco look good but the pitching 
doesn't. Should make a run but some teams never win and 
never will. My Mason friends say Texas is takin' a dive. 
Kansas City had a chance a couple years back and blew it 
by going for all these dumb white guys from the Mets. 
Everyone's gonna pick them so ! say we're gonna get some 
daily psychodrama from 'em starting with Dave (one offering 
a woman reporter 2 bucks to suck his dick) in spring training. 
Used to be my favorite team. Argh. 

Oakland: No-one ever said LaRussa was any good with the 
White Sox. Let's see what they say about 'em now. 

Did the White Sox resign Charlie Hough? Sorry Ben, that was 
a cheap shot (Actually, | believe Mr. Hough is now a member of 


the Marlins, at least on field trip days from the old folks home -- Ben). 

California should fall in the ocean and start burnin' tonight. Hurtin' for certain. 

East - These teams all suck. Boring. Baltimore will win, somebody has to. McDonald should be ready to break through and of 
course Ripken sucks cancer out of people on the weekends and donated his testicles to some kid who fell down a well so they 
got God and Larry King on their side. No stoppin' 'em. 

Boston apparently made some offseason moves. Doesn't matter who or what they got. Second place is as far as they go. 
New York: Pretty boring stuff here. They picked up a great arm in Abbott, but are they still usin' Sanderson? Maybe Wade 
Boggs will liven New York up a bit. He could be the new Joltin' Joe. He could be the new Son Of Sam. Who cares? 

The Brewers are always pretty room temperature, like a six of Schlitz. On the morning after, are Schlitz cans half empty or half 
full? 

In Detroit, living legend Sparky Anderson rolls out the Big Dead Machine. Maybe the bogus free trade agreement will send 
these scabs south of the border. 

NL: West - Atlanta is the team you root against, but who do you root for? The Braves are America's team. Fuk these guys. 
Rebirth 'o L.A. sounds improbable but these teams are all close after Atlanta. 

Houston is the trendy pick for first place but the history of big free agent signees defies logic and overrides the new pitchers. 
Youth movement? Craig Biggio - there's your youth movement. See Texas comments. 

San Diego: McGriff's one of the best in the game: (mis)Management will probably trade him and his salary to the Marlins soon 
for two 15 year olds from Cuba and 25 batting helmets. 

In Nicaraugua or the NL West, | always root for the Reds. Iraq's team. 

. San Francisco: Signing Bonds shows that maybe they really are running a team and not a tax write off or a front for a white 
slavery ring. Still, Bonds cried at his press conference. When | was growing up, baseball players didn't cry, they did cocaine. 
East - Hopeless. | can't see any team winning here, but give the Pirates one more year. 

! doubt that Montreal will do as well as second place. Maybe if they bring back Gary Carter. Yeah, right. Sorry about that, eh? 
St. Louis is faceless, boring, dependable, a la Budweiser. The team even makes me fart. 

The Marlins shoulda been Miami, not S. Florida, and played the Orange Bowl instead of Joe Robbie. Then they would've had 
Little Havana and Santeria and punk rock on their side. Huizenga's such a pig, it's hard to root for 'em at all. I'd rather skip the 
games and go knock baseballs through the windows of the new Blockbuster building in downtown Ft. Lauderdale. Philadelphia: 
Kill Lenny Dykstra. 

The Mets are the team that's so thoroughly loathsome and corrupt, they should get Lenny Dykstra back and move to Tampa. 
Cubs fans are more generally linked with loss and humiliation and shiteating than even the punks. They want to be picked last. 
Wait 'til Don Zimmer comes back! Are you ready for that, Cubs fans?!? Huh? 


ADAM PFAHLER - PHILOSOPHER, CONNOISSUER OF 16. Ballplayers and punks express themselves through a 
1970'S AMERICAN MAINSTREAM CINEMA, DRUMMER IN series of barbaric bonding rituals. 
JAWBREAKER 17. Use nicknames, slang, and euphemism to mythicize 
themselves and alieniate outsiders. 
Some fascinating similarities between baseball and punk 18. Critics in the media share alcoholism, envy and the lack 
rock: of first hand experience. 
19. Baseball and punk rock widely support the junk food, 
1. Both allegedly originated in England. Bullshit. Anyway, in tobacco and domestic beer industries. 
both cases, Americans do it better. 20. Put a premium on t-shirt sales. 
2. Rely on a circular counterclockwise rotation, evidenced in 21. Women participants are said to "have balls". 
base running and the pit. 22. Unanimous hatred of managers, owners, officials and 
3. Ballplayers and punks wear inane uniforms. security. 
4. Potentially dangerous footwear. 23. Players motivated by getting signed, getting rich, getting 
5. Bad hair. famous, getting fucked and getting home. 
'6. Wield imposing wooden phallic symbols. 24. Most importantly, neither baseball or punk rock have 
7. Practice, warmup, play and tour. ever successfully employed the use of the organ. 


8. Generally give boring interviews. 

9. Fans have a strong sense of regional pride. 

10. Degrade rookies. 

11. Respect and revere veterans until they attempt to come 
back. 

12. Glorify substance abusers. 

13. Collect rare and limited merchandise for profit and 
status. 

14. Exercise D.I.Y. ethic in the sandlot and garage. 

15. Get drunk and shout "fuck you" and "you suck" at the 
players. 


FEATURE: Baseball The Coming Disaster? by John Foster - Doorman, 
ABC-NO-RIO, New York City 


I| seems a little bit weird to me to be writing about baseball in the 
middle of December, but Major League Baseball's yearly winter 
meetings have just broken up so there is a lot of food for thought right 
about now. For those of you who don't know, the winter meetings are 
baseball's yearly meat-market where unscrupulous owners come 
together with even less scrupulous agents and try to build teams for 
the following season. The owners also have some meetings about the 
state of the game. This year, the slate of the game sucks. | could run 
out a list of problems as long as your arm (a lot of them just have to do 
with how capitalism works), but the major ones are: Declining 
۵٥٥٥۱06066, a total lack of leadership and the fact that the collective 
bargaining agreement wilh the players is in its last year (the owners 
have made only the most perfunctory moves toward negotiating a new 
one). The upshot of this last one is that there is the very real possibilily 
of a management lock-out during spring training to pressure the 
players union into making a deal that's more favorable to the owners. 
The national pasttime is on the verge of going down the toilet. 

Still, l'm feeling pretty good about things, having picked the last two 
World Series winners, so with that in mind, here are some general 
predictions about the coming season (should it come to pass). 

The National League: The Atlanta Braves have been the best team 
In the NL for the past two years, and this is particularly impressive 
given the fact that they spend most of their time slugging it out in the 
Western Division which is far and away the toughest division in 
baseball. Look for them to dominate again in 1993. They've made 
additions to their already formidable pitching staff and with the 
collapse of the Pirates (you knew it had to happen sometime), there 
seem to be few challengers. St. Louis, the only team in the league with 
a comparable pitching staff gets into trouble when opposing teams 
score more than three runs and they haven't made any significant 
moves to improve their offensive punch (they're also probably going to 
lose Ozzie Smith maybe the best shortstop ever to play the game). The 
only serious challenge to the Braves should come from the Montreal 
Expos, who have a great stock of young talent. Last season, Delino 
DeShields and Marquis Grissom had more than 130 stolen bases 
between them and their pitching staff, while not fantastic, is definitely 
good enough to get the job done. The people of San Francisco will all 
smoke turds in hell for not giving the Giants a new stadium. Granted, 
the Giants were weak last year (and only promise more of the same), 
but that stadium is absolutely the WORST! You'd have more fun 
watching baseball in a meat locker. Finally, the New York Mets will 
finish below the Florida Marlins (which is just what they deserve). 

The American League: Being a Yankee fan (a wholly self-defeating 
proposition), | feel compelled to mention them first. As usual, the front 
office have all been smoking crack. In the resulting chaos, Charlie 
Hayes (who was swiftly becoming one of the best third basemen in the 
game) got snatched in the expansion draft by the Colorado Rockies 
(look for this team to do some damage). While the Yanks did pick up 
some pitching help in the form of Jim Abbot, | can't help but expect 
another subpar season from this bunch. Maybe they'll surprise me. 
What should surprise no one is the rise to power of the Baltimore 
Orioles. Their new stadium (Camden Yard) is the finest in the league 
and they've been thanking the city of Baltimore by playing tremendous 
baseball. They have good pitching, great fielding, decent offense and 
an outfielder named Brady Anderson who (in addition to being a stellar 
ballplayer) has a set of sideburns that make him a dead ringer for Luke 
Perry. Look for Baltimore and World Series champions Toronto to slug 
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it out, leaving the rest of the AL in the dust. The Western Division is 
going to suck this year, but the White Sox may finally reward all those 
suckers who bought their paraphenalia and play some baseball. 
Hobbled by injury last year, look for these guys to make a big move in 
an otherwise punchless division. The Oakland A's, after trading Jose 
Canseco to Texas, will also probably trade Mark McGwire to Boston 
and should vie with the Mariners for the basement. 

Montreal should meet the Braves in the NL championships and | pick 
the Expos to win in seven games. In the AL, | see Baltimore dominating 
the White Sox, body-slamming them in four straight and going on to win 
a Slugfest in the Series (definitely a seven gamer). 

Hopefully the season will come off this year. Even with the expansion 
and the lack of good pitching and all the other problems of the game, it 
ought to be a pretty interesting year. Now if someone would just pop 
George Steinbrenner... 
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BEN WEASEL: PUNKER-THAN-THOU 


In which the editor finds signs of breast-fed teenagers in Naperville, is whipped speechless by a self-righteous 
mohican, discovers the bones of the long lost "Dingbatus Extraordinarius" and ponders the question, "How many 


PC punks does it take to reach a collective IQ of twelve?" 


| just got off the phone with a girl who is quite possibly the 
stupidest person on the face of the earth. 

It all started when ! read a review of a fanzine from 
Naperville in MRR. According the review, the fanzine 
included an "anti-Ben Weasel rant." | always enjoy seeing my 
name in print, so naturally my curiousity was piqued. Seeing 
as how the fanzine was from Naperville, | got the idea to call 
a couple of my friends from that town to see if they knew 
anything about it. Some of the comments | got were, "She's 
an idiot", "She's a phony" and the classic, "She's totally 
fucked." 

| am somewhat naive. | always think that people are 
exaggerating when they describe an idiot to me. The quotes 
above were vast understatements. 

| call information for this girl's phone number and ring her. | 
ask for a copy of her fanzine. She asks me to call back as 
she's on the other line. | do, and again ask for a copy. She 
tells me | should send her a buck for it. 

"Didn't you send the bands you interviewed a copy?," | 
ask. l 

"Yeah," she says. "But | can't Bore to lose money on 
this." 

"You're selling copies using my name, aren't you?" 

She laughs. "| don't think anybody cared that you were in 
it." 


Ok, fair enough. "Why don't you just tell me what you 
wrote then?" 

"Well, you can buy my zine at a show or something." 

Fuck that. "Look," | say calmly. "You've had a million 
chances to confront me at shows, which you haven't, you 
write about me in your fanzine but won't send me a copy and 
now you won't even tell me what you wrote???" 

"Well, uhhh, | don't ever see you in public." 

"I've seen you looking directly at me at at least fifteen 
shows." ) 

"Well, yeah, at SHOWS." 

Vapidity reigns. The idiot fumes are leaking from her 
receiver into my earhole. l'm getting dizzy. 

"Well, you won't play for under $300." 

"Bullshit. Where did you hear that?" 

"| know." 

"Well, you know wrong. We've never had a guarantee at a 
local show. Ever. On tour, we work percentages with people 
we've dealt with before, and negotiate guarantees vs. a 
percentage with those we haven't." 

At this, she flies into a petulant frenzy. "You say you're 
D.I.Y. but you're just out for profit." 

"D.I.Y. means Do It Yourself. We do everything we can 
ourselves and we always have. Unfortunately, we don't have 
12,000 dollars 0 ا ا‎ to opes up copies of our albums, 
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but we book our own tours and deal with our own business, and anyone we deal with gives us 100% control creatively." 
“Yeah, but you're out for profit. You make money." 

This is ridiculous. "Who do you live with?" | ask, 

"Why?" ! 

"Because | have a feeling you live with your parents, and I'd guess that it's easy to make judgements on how others make a 
living when you have someone supporting you. Besides, what does making money have to do with ۴۳ 

"You call yourselves a punk band and you're not even punk!" 

For years, | have goofed off with people, jokingly accusing them of not being "punk" and vice versa. | swear to you, this little 
girl was serious! This was like talking to a cartoon character! It was Spike Anarkie's alter ego! 

She goes on. "Would you play a Drunk Rock show?" 

"It depends on the club and..." 

"You wouldn't make any money," she interjects. 

"Why not?" 

"Well... if we had an out of town band, we'd have to pay them gas money." 

"Look," | say patiently. "Sometimes we make money on shows and sometimes we don't. Right now, we need a van to tour in, 
a guitar amp, a bass guitar and a bass amp. Our parents don't give us the money to buy those things." 

"My band has a ten year old P.A. and shitty equipment and we don't care," she whines. "You're just cheesing off the scene, 
making money..." 

Now I'm getting pissed. "I was putting on punk shows with Matt Nelson for NO MONEY before you even knew what punk rock 
was. There was no punk in the suburbs. The people who organized, played and attended those shows are the reason you can 
hop in your car and go see Citizen Fish at the drop of a hat at McGregors without paying a ridiculous door price and getting 
beat up by muscly bouncers." 

"Oh, you're being punker-than-thou now?" sneers the creep. 

"| guess | am. And there's nothing wrong with Matt making money." 

"He makes A LOT of money." 

"So what??? Who are you to decide what's too much?" 

At this point, her other line rings and when she comes back, she informs me that she has to get off the phone. 

"But | wanted to ask you one thing," she Says. 

"What?" 

"Is it true... | heard you're planning on kicking my ass." 

| don't answer. I'm laughing too hard. I've not heard such talk since my freshman year of highschool. 

Finally | regain control. "Don't believe everything you hear," | say. "Whether it's 'we won't play for under three hundred 
dollars' or that l'm going to ‘kick your ass'." And that was that. 

Vapid and | doubled over in laughter for a while. Then we talked about the amazing discovery I'd made. Such insanely 
warped people still exist in the punk scene. It was like finding the elusive Abominable Snowman. It was truly bizarre. The idiocy 
of this jerk's statements left me flabbergasted. Think of the sheer audacity it took for her to tell me I'm not PUNK because | 
make money from music while she's still on the tit in suburbia, spending her spare time banging out some shit to three brain 
dead friends in an Aurora basement. 

Later, | talked to sorne people who know her and found out that she does indeed live in her extremely wealthy parents’ 
house. When she's not in highschool, she works at a Pizza Hut. When "her" band went on tour (without her), she Western 
Unioned them money at various intervals (so that's how bands manage to get by playing for "gas money"). She made up the 
interviews with the bands in her fanzine. Whatta jerk. | almost feel bad writing about her because she's obviously too dim to 
defend herself; it's like picking.on a retarded toddler. 

Still, this whole conversation got me to thinking. Maybe it's time for a rule change. Yes, we could do nothing but play in 
people's basements from now on, and not even take gas money. We would pay them for the privilege of playing. We would not 
allow a PA or monitors. Instead of singing through a mike, I'd scream at the top of my lungs to sound more punk. We'll dump 
Lookout and start putting out our own EP's that we record in our basement on a tape recorder, and sell them for a quarter each, 
so we don't have even the slightest chance of making the dreaded PROFIT! We'll smoke a lot of pot, refuse to bathe, go to 
leftist demonstrations and then talk about how lame the hippies were. Oh yeah, we could all act like the cartoons in Absolutely 
Zippo and put out grubby, impossible to read fanzines about the fuckedupedness of the government. If anyone disagrees with 
us, we'll call them fascists and write another song about the bogosity of religion. Sounds like a riot. But what happens when 
our parents kick us out? 
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This just in: In the same vein as young Ms. Mutz, some goof at Windchill Factor fanzine has slighted yours truly. Reprint 
below, courtesy of the anarchists who put it out. 

Some things I've learned about these folks: They distribute AYF literature (if | can find the TEENAGERS WAKE UP! pamphlet, 
I'll reprint it here...)ythe ten or fifteen people that make up their little gang is comprised of white people, of whom two or three 
are female (and THAT'S why they know so much about oppression; they're real experts on how to right wrongs they've never 
experienced) 

Need it spelled out for you? Of course you don't, but I'll blow off a little steam anyway and inform you that it's the straight edge 
craze all over again. The costumes are different, as are the causes, but the intolerance, thickheadeness and refusal to 
consider any possibilities but those preached by their Minneapolis brethren (with the straight edgers, home base was 
Connecticut) are all the same. l 

Just as the straight edgers are all now either useless drunks or else have relaxed quite a.bit (Tony The Strong is reportedly a 
leather jacket-wearing, acid-eating Budman and his ex-girlfriend strips at the Admiral Theater - so much for their strong moral 
base), 85% of the pukes at WCF will be working for some ridiculous corporation within two years, and the rest of them will either 
lighten up or fade away. 

Yell and scream and rant your slogans and show off the anarchist version of straight edge muscles (big, scary guns for the 


imminent revolution) til the cows come home. I've seen this shit before and I'll watch you white, middle-class twits fade away 
yet again. 
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JOBS I'VE HATED 


CHAPTER ONE 


In which you, the reader, are given a rare peek at one of your editor's fifteen or twenty works-in-progress which we both know 


will eventually end up in the "unfinished" file. 


I started working for the agency in early January. That's 
about the worst time of the year for that type of work in 
Chicago, and it didn't help that I was studying to become a 
professional alcoholic. I had just quit my job on the graveyard 
shift at the gas station and the money I had saved didnt last long. 

The ad in the paper sounded great. Good money, short hours 
and little supervision. I never had a paper route as a kid and I'd 
always regretted it. This was the job for me. 

] filled out an application at the agency in Wheeling. The 
owner explained that her husabnd had recently died and she had 
inherited the agency. She didn't really know what she was doing 
yet. So much the better for me. I would be given a route with 
270 dailies and 380 Sundays. I could start that night. 
` Icame in at 2:00 AM and waited for the owner's son in the 
warehouse. He came up and introduced himself, explaining that 
we had some time to kill until the trucks came in. Jim talked a 
lot about various drugs. He was really into pot. I wasn't very 
interested - nice enough guy, but nothing to say. The trucks 
came in at about 3:30 and everybody rushed over to the garage 
door. The guys on the truck threw down bundles of papers that 
came in numbers of 20 to fifty, depending on the size of that 
day's issue. I grabbed five bundles each of main sections plus the 
Tempo sections that were inserted. 

I brought them back to the work table against the far wall of 
the warehouse and Jim showed me how to stuff them. You put a 
stack of papers to your left and a stack of inserts to the right or 
behind them, whichever way went quicker. A bunch of plastic 
bags hung on a nail near the edge of the table. Stuff a paper, 
stuff it in a bag, tear off the bag and toss it into a big, canvas 
covered cart. It took about 45 minutes. After I was done, I went 
and opened the garage door and backed my car into tlie bay. 
Except for Sundays, Jim told me, I'd probably be able to fit most 
of the papers 1n my back seat. After I loaded my car, he handed 
me my clipboard and we took off. 

My route had three sections. The first was a huge maze of a 
subdivision filled with quadtype houses. Bach driveway had 
about four different buildings in it, layed out in cul-de-sac 
fashion. The second section was the worst. It was about a half 
mile down the road and was a series of small townhouses, laid 
out in such a way that tiny "streets" led to parking spaces by the 
backs of the houses. The third section was a subdivision filled 
with regular houses, and though it was the biggest part of the 
run, it was the easiest. 

Jim went with me my first two nights and showed me how to use 
a highlight pen to mark porch services and people out of town. I 
got the hang of it pretty quick. 

I worked in the warehouse stuffing papers next to a guy 
named Frank, who was an older guy with a family from 
McHenry, and Mikey, who was a foul mouthed mailman from 
Buffalo Grove. Most of the people who worked there had real 
jobs during the day. It sounded like fun. Get up at 2:00 AM to 


make it to the agency by 2:30, work until 5:30 or 6 (most of the 
guys had bigger routes than me), go off to work an eight hour 
day, then come home to a quick dinner, maybe a little TV and 
off to bed. Fuck that, this was going to be my sole source of 
income. 

Frank was a pretty nice guy. He mostly kept to himself but he 
made a little small talk now and then. Mikey was a real 
bigmouth, but a lovable bigmouth. He started calling me Bobby 
on the first day. I wore this old army jacket and had recently 
shaved off my mohawk and he claimed I resemebled Robert 
DeNiro in Taxi Driver. "That's right," I'd tell him. "And one of 
these days, I'm gonna clean up all this filth and shit and scum..." 

Mikey really had it in for the people on his mail route. He'd 
come in almost every night about some woman on his route. 
"That goddam Jew bitch," he'd grumble. "Sittin' in her house 
with her fuckin' money, just waitin' for me to come by so she can 
bitch about her fuckin' mail again." He was massive and often 
drunk. Mikey was a pretty impressive sight when he'd come in at 
2:30 in the morning, hair flying wildly, booming about that 
fuckin' Jew bitch... He was a real character, always had some 
wisecrack to make about anybody who passed him by - but he 
was always pretty cool to everyone at the agency. 

The only problem was, Mikey just couldn't stand working for 
the public. Maybe it was the post office that turned him off of 
people, but there were a few "wiseguys" on his route and Mikey 
refused to cater to them.The owner, Sandy, was a pretty nice 
lady, maybe too nice, and I really felt sorry for her whenever she 
had to deal with Mikey. She'd leave the complaint sheets on his 
clipboard above his route sheets and man, if there was a little 
pink slip on his route sheet, he'd fly into a rage. "That 
motherfucker!" he'd scream. "I see that piece of shit looking at 
me from behind his window every goddam morning, but he don't 
have the balls to say shit to me!!!" etc. etc. Inevitably, Sandy 
would come around and he'd lay it into her good. He always 
started talking to her in midsentence: "He's just trying to fuck 
with me! I mean, pardon my language, but he's an asshole!" 

Sandy always tried to placate him, but it was a losing battle. 
"I know Mikey, but it's not me. The Tribune says we have to 
give you the complaints." 

He never really seemed to hear her. Her explanations simply 
served as intermissions for him to collect his hostile thoughts. 
"That prick calls if his fuckin' paper is two goddam inches into 
the sidewalk. I can't slow down my whole route for this bastard, 
he ruins my pace." And he'd bitch and bitch and sometimes keep 
on throwing the guy's paper a little short just to show him he 
wouldn't be pushed around. 

"I swear to God, Bobby," he used to say. "Any day now I'm 
gonna go over there in the middle of the day and pound the shit 
out of him!" 

I had my own problems in the warehouse. For one, the lifers, 
the guys who had been doing this shit since they were born and 
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would continue for another fifty years, always muscled their way 
to the front of the truck. There was a whole system worked out 
where certain guys got their papers first and boy, if a young, 
wise bastard like me ever took the first bundle... well, I'd 
probably end up stabbed with a carton opener. As a result, I 
often got the really torn, fucked up papers, and a lot of times I'd 
come up short, cause the Trib didn't give a rat's ass if they sent 
twenty papers too few. Eventually, I worked out a deal where I'd 
worm my way in between the lifers and the kids. Actually, they 
weren't all kids who weren't old enough to have routes, but most 
were (one of the guys was actually on a sort of probabtion from 
his route cause he had gotten so many speeding tickets and 
DUI's). They just stuffed papers for guys with box routes and 
they also put together the supplements for the Thursday and 
Sunday papers. They were pretty goddam cutthroat about getting 
their papers but the DUI guy somehow knew about my band and 
was always really nice to me. To tell you the truth, he kind of 
got on my nerves, always talking to me about music and the 
band and stuff, but he was pretty friendly and ultimately 
harmless. 

Working in the warehouse really sucked. The old farts 
resented youngsters like me (unless they were only paper stuffers 
in which cases they were treated like dogs) and they were all so 
goddam serious about everything. I trained myself to whip 
through my stuffing in record time and I was usually about the 
fourth or fifth person out the door. One thing you never did was 
attempt to go out the opposite side garage door while Mikey was 
working. Even if he wasn't close to being done, Mikey would 
flip out if somebody used that door when he was stuffing, cause 
that was like HIS goddam door. ] ended up using it a lot cause 
Mikey stuffed way quicker than me and was almost always done 
loading before I was done. 

I saw a couple of guys make the mistake of fucking up 
Mikey's pace by loading while he was finishing. Mikey didn't 
like to wait. He'd pull up his van right in front of whoever's car 
was being loaded so they'd have to really squirm their way out 
and he'd glare at them the whole time. If I thought I'd even come 
close to fucking up Mikey's pace, I'd just stand there and wait 
. until the other bay was open. 

All the guys were really territorial too. Like one time I had a 
shitload of Thursdays and they crossed over about two inches 
into Mikey's territory (He had about 18 more feet of space to 
work in than I did, as did Frank) and he just came over, hair all 
flying and said, "Bobby, Bobby, Bobby, you're one of the good 
guys, now don't make me move those papers for you." He didn't 
have to. 

The route wasn't so bad, except for the first two sections 
where I had to constantly back up and creep forward. It was a 
sonofabitch for me to wing papers out the passeneger window. I 
mean, try it one time, using your left arm to hold your steering 
wheel, and your right to wing a paper about twenty feet, moving 
at about two miles per hour. You just don't have the room to 
make an accurate throw. Of course, in the quads and 
townhouses, I COULDN'T move very fast, so I'd just whip the 
papers out the driver's side with my hand - the quad houses ALL 
had porch service so I was always just about stopped; I'd pull up 
into the space closest to the quad porches and be winging the 
papers and shifting into reverse at the same time, if possible. A 
lot of the times, though, there'd be like three or four papers to 
throw on a porch so I'd have to come to a complete stop. And 


sometimes, some idiot would park in the space closest to the 
porch and I'd have to pull in next to the car and whip the papers 
over it. I NEVER got out of my car. I didn't care if I threw my 
goddam arm out, it was a matter of pride. I wouldn't place some 
asshole's paper on their porch (except one guy, and I'll get to him 
later). 

The townhouses really sucked because there was such little 
room down those tiny streets. If there were cars in the driveways 
I had to be careful that the papers didn't go sliding underneath. 
They'd always complain. I had pretty good aim, so I'd 
technically be able to make them from the street, but I always 
had to turn around in a driveway because of the lack of space. 
Usually, I'd pul! up in the furthest space, fling my papers for that 
side, then back into a space at the building on the other side of 
the street and do the same. It was a pretty fast way to do it, but I 
still had to waste a lot of time backing up, slowing down, 
making turns, all that bullshit. 

In the subdivison though, I could get up good speed, and 
since I had my route memorized for Monday through Saturday, 
Id know just the right point to fling the paper over the top of my 
car with my left hand so it landed smack in the drioveway. It 
ALWAYS had to be at least past the sidewalk. The only thing 
that fucked that up were the jerks who had porch service. I'd be 
cruising along at a nice clip and then have to screw it all up by 
pulling into some bum's driveway and whipping his lousy paper 
on the porch. What kind of person is it, I often wondered, who is 
so fucking lazy that they can't even walk twelve feet to get their 
paper? What a world we live in. Like all jobs, it gave me a 
frightening amount of insight into the sick American public 
psyche. 

Acts of nature didn't mean shit to the Trib. I was out in more 
than one blizzard, window wide open, nothing plowed, barely 
able to see two feet in front of me, let alone where the sidewalk 
started, but you were expected to do it right every time, 
otherwise you got written up. I got like seven fucking complaints 
one night after my perfectly delivered Tuesday papers (which 
were quite thin) were whipped around various crybabies' yards 
by hurricane type wind conditions. Too bad. If you got written 
up enough, the Trib forced the agency to fire you. 

I worked out a pretty good system, and except for Thursdays 
and Sundays, when the papers were way thick, I breezed through 
it in an hour and a half or so and was back home and sleeping by 
five AM. 

Sundays, however, were a whole different story, and a pretty 
fucking ugly one at that. The papers were too large to be folded 
so they had to be slid into a huge bag. Stuffing took about twice 
as long, even with Brian Vermin helping me. I paid Brian twenty 
bucks a week to give me a hand on Sundays because I never 
would have gotten the route done on time otherwise. The 
Sundays usually came in later than the rest of the week and 
between that and stuffing, we wouldn't even get out until 4:30 or 
5:00 (we had to be done by 8:00). We always had to make two 
trips, usually doing the first two sections and then coming back 
for the subdivision papers. 

As I said, I didn't like getting out of my car, but the papers 
were way too big to just throw on the porch. Having Vermin 
along solved that problem; he'd run the papers onto the porches. 
I have sort of a sadistic streak in me and it intensifies with loads 
of coffee and lack of sleep. I used to enjoy sending vermin out to 
dump the papers on the quad porches and then speed away just 


as he was about to get back to the car. The fact that it was still pretty cold out when he started working with me mad it worse. He got fed 


up with that crap pretty quick and at one point, he whipped a zinger at me and it splattered all over the dash and clipboard. I figured 
maybe I should lay off before he got violent. 


Because it was a seven day a week job with no days off, the route became my life. I had recently turned twenty-one and had started 
drinking a lot. Usually, I'd finish my route, head home for a six-pack and sleep until mid-afternoon. But a lot of times I'd get totally 
wacked out in the late evening and attempt to take a nap before work. This just fucked things up even more so most of the time I was 
walking around in some kind of daze. 

I didn't sleep too much that spring; I'd drink so much goddam coffee on my route that I had to drink beer when I got back home in 
order to be able to sleep. I often drank at night as well, which would just make me more tired and more than once I came in to work all 
hung over. It wasn't a big deal - a lot of guys came in completely shitfaced - but it just made the work harder. In addition to all this, 
working in the warehouse made me sick. The ink got inside you; every morning I'd blow my nose for about twenty minutes straight until 
all the jet black ink was gone from my snot. I'm sure some of it drained into my stomach; I always had a sickly, vomity feeling in my gut 
for a couple hours after my route (mass coffee consumption didn't help). Anytime I brought along on friend on the route they'd always 
end up feeling sick. T 

But the money was great ( I didn't know then how much the IRS would end up after me for). And the actual working hours weren't too 
long. Still, the whole sick routine became a backbreaker. 

Eventually, it warmed up and because of my aversion to deodorant, I got a little more working space at my table (Mikey didn't budge an 
inch - he wouldn't have cared if I'd smelled of fresh dogshit - but Frank moved a few paces over). But I began getting more complaints on 
my route and caring less and less. 

Over at the quad division, some prick started standing on his porch a few mornings every week while I dumped off the papers. He'd never 
let me hand the paper to him (I tried once and he just looked at me). No, I had to set it on the porch in front of him so he could bend over 
and pick it up. Luckily, my hours were such that I didn't have to deal with those pricks often, but just seeing the complaint sheets led me 
to believe that many of these characters were real assholes, and I didn't much care for delivering their goddam papers to their doorsteps. 

Plus, I was about to go on tour with the band and there was no way I could keep my job. Vermin dropped out of school and began 
coming with me a few nights every week, but I couldn't afford to pay him anymore than the twenty I'd been paying. We sat around and 
got drunk a lot and grumbled about the bonehads at the agency. 

What really set me off and made me glad to quit was the Sunday morning I was spied on. Mikey had been complaining all week that 
Trib spies were watching him. I just figured the poor dumb bastard was finally losing what little shreds of a mind he possessed. Right. I 
was about ten papers short of finishing my route (and for some reason that day it was going slow; I was quite close to the 8:00 deadline) 
when I noticed the same car that had been parked several blocks away now sitting at the entrance to the cul-de-sac I was currently 
working in. And there were two big FBI looking pricks sitting in the car watching us. 

"Vermin," I said. "Those mooks are spying on us." 

"Oh shit." sez Vermin. He was never very helpful in crises. 

Sure enough, as soon as they saw us pointing they acknowledged our presence. I drove past them and they motioned for us to stop. I 
pulled alongside them and Thing #1 says, "It's almost 8:00" : 

"Yeah," I said, like I was real bored with them, "I have three papers left." 

I finished the route and went back to the agency. Sure enough, Sandy starts giving me a little lecture as soon as I walk in the door, 
telling me how me and Vermin shouldn't goof off so much on the route (big deal - we used to have a little fun thowing papers around and 
Vermin occasionally liked to surf on the hood of my moving vehicle). I worked up a half-hearted attempt at righteous indignation and 
informed Sandy that those bastards weren't gonna tell me how to do my job, etc. etc. 

Thus, between Mikey's complaints and my bitching, poor Sandy was scared to come within fifty yards of our work station. Even 
perfect family man Frank got written up and you could almost taste the venom oozing out from our corner of the warehouse. All this 
served my purpose perfectly and I was able to make quite a dramatic exit about a week later. I just dumped the fucking job. I handed in 
my clipboard, picked up my check and said adios. And that was the end of my career as a paper boy. 
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NO MORE MCGREGORS 


In which a sacred institution is laid to rest and Uncle Ben Weasel assures you that the sun will still rise tomorrow. 


Well, after pontificating and harumphing my way through a massive dissertation on the history of the suburban punk scene since I've 
been around, I find out that February 14th of this year will be the last McGregors show. Period. Makes me wonder if I oughta maybe 
rewrite some of my previous ponderings to add some sort of melancholy ending the whole goddam thing but what the hell, it's only a club, 
right? 

I mean to say, we've seen some great bands come through Elmhurst Illinois, and although at times I've become slightly depressed about 
the state of punk rock in Chicagoland (I'm talking about stagnation, the same old same old, etc.), for sorne reason I've always had some 
sort of weird pridé in what we were able to accomplish out there in suburbia. 

What was accomplished was, of course, nothing earthshaking; really great things never seem to be such a big deal until we've had a few 
years to think about them, maybe romanticize them a bit. But for almost five years, there was a place for out of town bands to play to an 
appreciative crowd (filled with people of all ages), through a good P.A. system in an efficiently run club. Christ, you were even able to 
MAKE MONEY, and I can't tell you how many bands proclaimed McGregors the highlight of their tours, both in terms of the quality of 
the show and money-wise. ۱ 

Most of the local bands you see these days were somehow formed in connection with McGregors, either through meeting other like 
minded folks at the gigs, or through strengthening their convictions that they too could actually be in a real band and play real shows. 
Fanzines sprouted up during this period like they NEVER have before in Chicago punk history (even though most of them died out 
quickly, which can probably be attributed to the fact that most of them. sucked and the ones that didn't were ignored anyway). 

And I think it's safe to say that a lot of friendships were made. If nothing else, McGregors has been a place where you could just hang out 
without having to deal with the boneheads that you inevitably run into in everyday life. It seemed as ifa NO ASSHOLES ALLOWED 
sign was hung over the front door; I can't remember more than a handful of fistfights taking place over the past five years. Yeah, it bred 
apathy and in many ways fed into the suburban "ENTERTAIN ME" philosophy, but the ones who leeched and never attempted to 
give anything back would have done it no matter where they were - at the very least, perhaps they got something out of their 
experiences that may help to shape a healthier perspective later in life. 

Five years is a long goddamm time. Most punk venues last months. We pulled it off and yeah, maybe it sucks that our club is gone but 
it's really not that big of a deal. 

New things will happen. New venues will open and close, the people with backbone will take on the thankless job of booking shows and 
life will go on. Maybe the lack of a comfortable place that's always there from week to week will drive some of the mall rats back to 
Musicland or Coconuts. Good things will happen, theres no doubt of that, because too many people have seen a good thing that they're 
gonna wanna recreate, or at least emulate. l 

I've seen Matt Nelson's attitudes change since he started doing shows, and there's no doubt that he's more concerned with the money 
end of things than he was when he started. That is not a bad thing. IMatt went from a fresh-outta-highschool punk fan to being an adult 
with rent to pay and other realities to consider. He accepted and dealt with that without running up door prices, without ripping off 
bands, without muscling other promoters and without hiring a goon squad to keep the peace. Matt did things the right way, and if he 
continues booking shows at other venues, I'm confident that those things will stay the same. Most people don't have the slightest clue 
what a shitty job it is putting on shows. He deserves your appreciation, and yeah, your respect. 

Personally, I sense a shift back to the city for future punk gigs. The suburbs are just too uptight - it's nearly impossible for any venue to 
last because of owners who see a bunch of little kids needing to be babysat instead of a cohesive, self-supporting music scene. Sure, it's 
understandable - after all, they're used to Led Zeppelin cover bands who can't use the toilet without a manager to hold their hands, but 
it makes things a lot more difficult. 

City shows are hard because of the theater license law - without the theater license, all-ages shows in clubs that sell alcohol are 
impossible. Renting is extremely difficult, unless you happen to meet up with some cool people (usually old hippies) who will let you rent 
out their space. Trouble is, most of those spaces are incredibly small. The anarchists have some place in the city, but frankly, I feel 
pretty negative about going to see a show in an “autonomous zone", Further, since many of them live in overcorwded punkhouses, they 
seem to think the rest of us should too, so the opportunities for bands to make money are slight. And the truth is, unless you've got 
wealthy, generous parents, you need money, for equipment, transportation, to make t-shirts, put out records, etc. 

But something good will come up. It may take a week or it may take a year. Whatever it is, I'm going to be busy looking forward to it and 
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AN INCOMPLETE GUIDE TO LOCAL THINGS AND WHATNOT 


In which the editor attempts to write about what's new in punkland without making any phone calls, 
writing any letters, moving from his chair or attempting to crowbar his way into long-term memoryland 


ALL PHOTOS BY SHANE STARING PROBLEM 


There's some interesting stuff going on around Chicagoland 
recently, fer instance Staring Problem fanzine out of 
Naperville. It's put out by a jobless guy named Shane and it 
covers a lot of local stuff, gigs, records, etc. Shane is still sort 
of learning about layout and in his latest issue, the type is not 
really reduced, meaning more pages had to be added which 
in turn drove the price üp. Still, it's a pretty good fanzine and 
I don't see why people don't want to pay 2 bucks for it at 
gigs (maybe because I'm naked on the cover???). Anyway, 
check it out next time you're at a gig - it's a good one. 

There are other fanzines around, but you'd only know from 
reading zine reviews in MRR. I NEVER see all these 
Downers Grove, Naperville and Chicago fanzines being sold 
at gigs. Chicago's always been a lousy fanzine town, but 
that's no excuse - force 'em on people, SHOWER them with 
fanzines, MAKE them believe... 

Wind Chill Factor is from Chicago, but doesn't really qualify 
as a fanzine, because there's nothing in it that signifies these 
people are fans of anything except Profane Existence. Ok, I 
guess in that respect, it qualifies. It also sucks, but don't feel 
too bad about grabbing as many free copies as you can and 
dumping them - the WCF folks don't pay for their copies. 
Besides, money's bad - don't you know that? 

Underdog does a fanzine as well, which is called, 
predictably, Underdog. It's a sharp looking zine, but the 
consensus around town seems to be that it's pretty boring. 
The biggest problem with it is that in order to be different or 
something, they don't cover music. Well, seeing as how that's 
what EVERYONE is doing, maybe they should change that 
policy. Many of the people who work on the collective are 
involved with the zine, and I always see at least one or two 
Underdoggers at gigs - their coverage could be excellent. 
I'm sure that as things progress, certain people will lose 
interest and the ones who have something to say will stick 
around and produce an excellent fanzine. 

The U-Dog collective is finally starting to come into the 
black. My prediction is that the sequel to the Achtung 
Chicago comp. (out by April, I'd think) will help them 
considerably. The new 8-Bark album seems to be doing well 
and they just came back from a successful tour (I think it's 
the only tour Doug Ward has ever been a part of that didn't 
have any major catasrophes). The new album is pretty 
good, but frankly, after their excellent second EP, it's a 
letdown. Their new singer just doesn't yet have the vocal 
authority demonstrated by ex-crooner Keli. There are some 
great tunes on the new album, and some not-so-great ones 
as well, but overall, I think it's worth your dough. 

Underdog also sells a lot of other bands' stuff and if you're 
looking for local stuff, you should check out their Roach 
Market, held on the last Saturday of every month at the loft 
at 2047 North Av. between Damen and Western. 

While you're in the area, you may wanna stroll down to 
Quimby's, which is south on Damen at Evergreen. They sell 


fanzines, comics and books, most of which are overpriced 
and understocked, but the employees are pretty friendly 
and, even though the fanzine section is stocked with a lot of 
junk and missing some important zines, you can find a lot of 
neat stuff there. I found a copy of Post Office by Bukowski 
there as well as a weird Henry Miller porno book called 
Under The Roofs Of Paris. 

Heading back north, you'll pass Urbis Orbis and if you're 
smart, you'll keep on walking. It's a pretty nice coffeehouse, 
and they have books for browsing and magazines for sale 
(mostly crap like Spin), but they're WAY overpriced and 
they charge for refills. The good thing is, the place is staffed 
by quite a few wacked out hippies so their feeble brains 
have to rely on the honor system as far as refills. 

Just west of Underdog on North is Flat Iron recording. It's a 
16 track studio that charges something like $20 an hour. 
Neat place, run by competent guys. And if you wander back 
over by Underdog again, maybe by then Rob Roy's record 
store will be open next door. Rob moved in downstairs and 
set up a loft in the back room. He'll be selling records, 
fanzines, the usual fare and I'm looking forward to hanging 
out there. 

Speaking of record stores, Joe Vindictive is opening one 
over at the corner of Grand and Ashland. The tentative 
name is The Dummyroom (which is also a Vindictives song) 
and in addition to records and fanzines (which, for some 
insane reason, I'll be in charge of), he'll be peddling t-shirts, 
books, clothes, art, etc. It should be pretty neat, and I'm 
already pulling for a nice little lounge area for loungers like 
myself to waste time in. 

There are really no good places to hang out in town, though 
because of the cold weather I haven't been doing a lot of 
exploring lately. My neighborhood has some good joints but 
I'm trying to keep them secret. One place I haven't checked 
out yet is PLANET which is on Damen just north of Roscoe 
and for some reason, I get the idea that it's a coffeehouse. I'll 
have to head over there soon. While we're on the subject of 
Roscoe Village, lemme say that I'm totally disappointed that 
the punks have discovered Ray's. Lately, everytime I go in 
there, there's some punk-looking mutt scribbling away in a. 
notebook or chatting with friends. This is fine, I guess, but 
most of them seem to view it as so "cute" - y'know, white 
trash dump where the punks can slum. Look, most of the 
people working there are pretty friendly, you can sit there 
forever getting free refills without being hassled and if 
you're hungry, the grub is cheap. Don't fuck it up by hanging 
out there making quiet little snide remarks about the 
customers and staff. Jeez, next thing you know they'll be 
serving espresso and tofuburgers - once the punks move in, 
it's just a quick step away from Yuppieland. If you don't 
believe me, take a look at Wicker Park. 

In fact, my whole neighborhood is slowly becoming infested 
with punks. The guitarist from Tar moved in next door last 


summer, and on several occasions, I've been treated 
to/assualted by the sight of Steve Albini walking down the 
street. There are a lot of longhair Nirvana-looking bastards 
and I even saw some kid with a big mohawk. Any day now, 
the rents are gonna start soaring. 

But... you should check out the thrift store at Roscoe and 
Hoyne. I got a pair of pants and five new-looking t-shirts for 
$3.40. And you should also go in for a haircut at Big Hair 
which is just a few steps west of Damen on Roscoe. Haircuts 
are five bucks and if you're lucky, Traci from the Street 
Piggs will cut your hair. The owner, Patti, is pretty nice and 
I keep forgetting to get over there and take a picture of the 
joint for the Maximum scene reports. Someone remind me - 
preferably whoever's doing the reports now. 

If you wanna hang out down in the Wrigleyville area, 
you're a fool - unless you're a tourist. There are hip little 
shops all over the place down there, and they all suck, 
including Reckless Records which has not even the slightest 
organization in their punk section so you have to wade 
through piles of shitty records just to find out that they don't 
have what you're looking for. I've bought two records in the 
past five years, both through the mail, but I was looking for 
the first Jawbreaker LP the other day (it's out of print) and 
had to spend fifteen minutes flipping through the goddam J's. - 
Wax Trax also sucks. Don't be fooled by the fact that 
every band you've ever heard of has its own section; they 
never have anything in stock. Plus, going into that place is 
like walking onto the set of a soap opera with all the 
employees and their little dramas with their friends. 

Empire has become completely worthless. It is now impossible 
to find anything even remotely resembling punk rock at 
what used to be the coolest record store in Chicago, but if 
you're looking for a used Jim Croce album, it's the place for 
you. | 

I got a cheap leather jacket at the Belmont Army Surplus (if 
I'd have made up a tax number, I could have gotten it for 
twenty bucks cheaper at International Leather up on 
Clark) right next to the 'L' tracks by Clark. Unfortunately, I 
had to walk by a couple of Socialists trying to sell their 
books and crap. I called them communists and screamed; 
"GET AWAY FROM ME!!!" I apologized to them when I came 
out. What a mistake. I had to listen to tales of media 
corruption and the REAL story about Somalia for about 
fifteen minutes. Never act nice to a socialist, they'll bore the 
ears off you. 

Furthermore, just being in that area gives me the creeps. 
Every other person walking past has a leather jacket and 
an attitude. Some guy from MINISTRY lives right around 
there. Need I say more? The only really worthwhile thing 
about lakeview is La Taqueria, on Belmont, west of 
Southport. And no, you're not the first one to think of calling it 
La Diarrhea. Duh. They have excellent vegetarian burritos 
for a good price and cool signs in Spanish reminding you to 
watch your language. They're pretty friendly too. 
Bandwise, Smoking Popes are about to release another EP. 
If it's anywhere near as good as their last one my pants will 
need laundering. I got the opportunity to catch about an 
hour of the Vindictive's sessions at Flat Iron. They just 
finished recording for another four EP's and their new stuff 
is fucking incredible - some of the best lyrics I've seen in 


many moons as well. They're also doing a bunch of cover 
tunes for a 10" that Selfless Records (Dallas) is putting out. 
Gauge has an album coming out on THD (Minnesota) which 
is also being partly financed by Radius, who you may 
remember released the first Smoking Popes disc. I had heard 
that Gauge broke üp, but that's apparently a vicious rumor. 
Sludgeworth broke up. They've started a new band with a 
new guy singing in Vapid's place. They're called pound and 
Brian Vermin tells me they're going to do a record called 


THE FIRST LB. 
Bollweevils have an EP just out on Underdog, and it's a 


take-off on the Buzzmuscle EP (which I haven't heard, I 
think there's an ex-Bhopal Stiff in the band). Apparently, the 
Bollweevils don't care too much for Buzzmuscle - read the 
insert. 

SW played a gig in Elgin with Slugbug and Groovy Love 
Vibes. GLV were nothing too great, but not godawful either. 
Slugbug was ok but their wacky antics grew tiresome. I'm 


^, 


sure they'll be a great band soon, though - they've got some 
good tunes. 

I've seen some great shows in the past six months or so, and 
some pretty lousy ones. Like Paxston Quiggley. P.U.! Jack 
Acid was also just about as bad as a band can get, but I 
think they were at least fully aware of that fact. | 
Spitboy came into town, told us what was wrong about our 
club, then took the money and bailed. For future reference, 
Spitboy: I realize that some of the posters in McGregors may 
have offended you, but A. Your singer was walking around 
with a pencil and notebook before your set LOOKING for 
shit (and you have to worm your way into the corner by the 
DJ booth to see those posters) and B: I don't think we need 
condescending punks from California to inform us that the 
posters are fucked up - were not ALL that goshdarn dumb 
out here in silly old, culturally deprived, ass-backwards 
 Illinoize. Most of the people at the Spitboy show were from 
Wisconsin. Figures. 

Wisconsonites have this massive inferiority complex about 
Illinois. I know, I LIVED there. Most Illinoisans barely notice 
Wisconsin folk (except when we get yet another report of 
some crazy, wilderness cabin fuck who was busted for 
carving up his wife and turning her thighs into frozen 
girlburgers) but they seem to have such awful opinions of us. 
Even the punks, who can often be observed at our shows 
whining about how much better things are in Wisconsin. 
That makes perfect sense considering that they spend so 
much time and money following any band of politically 
correct punks from California down here like a gang of 
greasy Deadheads. 

In fact, there seems to be a particular weirdness about 
these people when it comes to Californians. They'll drive 
down to Chicago at the drop of a hat to pick you up if you're 
from California. They'll house you, feed you, chauffeur you, 
do everything short of wiping your butt with their tongues, 
just so maybe some of that Bay Area punk credibility might 
rub off on their scurvy asses. Of course this is a massive 
generalization. So is judging the attendence at a Spitboy 
show as indicative of the Chicago scene. 

Worse, when Artless played (and they were great, by the 
way), I overheard some mealy mouthed little Wisconsin 
puke screaming, "SEXIST PIG" at Mykel Board. Are these 
goofs THAT out of touch with reality? 

One of the worst shows I attended was the 
VIBRATORS/MORAL CRUX gig in October at McGregors. 
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Moral Crux were actually quite great, and I look forward 
to seeing them in front of a crowd that's not filled with so 
many deadbeats. 

The Vibrators were a joke. They're an old English band and 
they were big on some major label in about 1977 or so. They 
dragged out all their old "hits" (stupid, fluffy pop shit) to the 
delight of their ridiculous fans. Yep, the cretins really came 
out of the woodwork that night. The place was primarily 
filled with people who look like they haven't been to a punk 
gig in about ten years, their leather jackets all dusted off 
after years of sitting in mothballs. During one particluarly 
offensive song called "Baby Baby Baby", the 
singer/guitarist began clapping his hands together over his 
head. The clueless audience followed his lead and it was just 
like the good old days of Journey and REO Speedwagon. 
What a fucking disgrace. You can bet your ass you won't 
see those creeps at the next Moral Crux gig, god no, that's 
that awful, yukky NEW stuff. 


Jawbreaker played with Sludgeworth and the Smoking 
Popes, and it would have been a great show save for the 
fact that anytime more than 300 people show up at 
McGregors, it becomes impossible to even see the band, let 
alone make it from one side of the room to the other in less 
than 20 minutes. It was way too packed for me so I missed 
Sludgeworth and the Popes. Jawbreaker was great, even 


with Blake losing his voice, but they played WAY too long. 


No band can play over an hour without being boring, except 


maybe the Ramones and the Dickies. I know, I know, my 
own band has done that shit at McGregors. Well, no more 
McGregors marks the end of our long sets and you can take 
' that to the bank. 

Quick analysis: It looks like a lot of cool things are gonna be 
happening this spring and I expect that by summer, we'll 
have some great record stores and a cool new venue to 
support punk rock. I hope. 
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HER THRILLS RIP FORTH 


HW ۷0 WILD ADVENTURE 


KATHERINE VICTOR ۰ GEORGE ANORE + STEVE BRODIE 
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Q&A . 

"Anyone can say whatev- 
er he wants as long as Í 
agree with it," Is how 
most Americans inter- 
pret freedom of speech 
under the First Amend- 
ment, says Nat Hentoff, 
author of "Free Speech 
for Me—But Not for 
Thee: How the American 
Left and Right Relentless- 
ly Censor Each Other" 
(HarperCollins). 


Q: What's an example of the kind 
of censorship you say is generally 
taking place? 


A: Take Connecticut College, a good 
liberal arts school, which has a read- 
ing list selected by a committee. Ev- 
erybody—students, faculty—read the 
books over the summer and then dis- 
cuss them in the fall. One book on the 
list was Camille Paglia's “Sexual Per- 
sonae," which is critical of traditional 
feminism. Liberal professors on cam- 
pus tried to get it taken off the list. 
One of them compared it to “Main 
Kampf.” The students objected, say- 
ing they’re in college to be presented 
with all kinds of viewpoints. In the 
end, the reading-list committee com- 
promised by keeping Paglia on the 
list but adding Susan Faludi's "Back- 
lash,” which attacks her book. 


Q: Besides not recklessly yelling 
"Fire!" in a crowded theater, do you 
feel there should be any restrictions 
to free speech? 2 


A: By and 
large, 1 think 
all speech 
should be al- 
lowed, with the 
exception of 
cases involving 
national securi- 
ty. But controls 
in those cases 
should be very 
Hentoff narrowly 
drawn. When it 
comes to obscenity, nobody knows 
precisely what ít is, end the 
Supreme Court lef it up to each in 
dividual community to decide, which 
I think is wrong. But censorship re- 
mains the strongest drive in human 
nature, with sex a weak second, 


Q: Some things are so repugnant to 
the majonty of Amencans—swas- 
tikas, racial epithets—shouldn't 
they be censored? 


A: Malcolm X, who was a friend of 
mine, was very concerned thal 
young black lods learn how to de 
mystify language and not let a word 
like nigger make them dofensive 
and angry. He wanted thom to learn 
to use language to overcome the peo- 
ple who use that word. That is not 
only a sound First Amendment doc- 
trine but s life doctrine. ff 
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Casualties of the 
government's war 
on pornography 


Freedom of expression, once forbidden in much of 
the world and suspect even in poss where it was ~ 
allowed, has fever ed nues such widespread esteem 
ıs today. From Sverdlovsk to Sofia, censors are 
1ن‎ permanent mass unemployment. 

Bur here in the United States, there are still plenty 
of peuple who think free expression is one thing and 
«n is another. Aghast at the number of Americans 
who partake of raunchy movies and magazines, they 
want the government to put a stop to the whole 
trade. At both the federal and the local level, 
government officials are accepting the invitation. 

Judging from the frisky fare available at your 


Stephen Chapman 


eg newsstand ar nci dise ا‎ the 
battle against و ہیں‎ may a 
failure. A failure it mey be, but laughable it isn't. If 
the anti-ponography forces aren't conquering much 
'erritory, they are infecting i 

It کا‎ no surprise to learn that the people who 
brought you the Meese commission on pomography 
ane now doing their best to pul pomographers behind 
bars, or. at least out of business. In this effort, they 
don't make a fetish of respecting the difference 
between films and magazines that are legally 
obscene—which are outside the protection of the 1 
Amendment—and those that aren't. i 

One trick of the Justice Department's special anti- 
nemography unit کا‎ to threaten businesses with 
prosecution unless they agroe to stop dealing in any 
sind of sexual fare—including such tame stuif as 
Playboy and "The Joy of Sex.” E 

The department once had more pressing concerns 
than monitoring how citizens stoke their libidos. But 
now it has an entire unit which does nothing else. 
Last year. it indicted 120 individuals and 
corporations for trafficking in resi 1 and no 
doubt intimidated hun more. new 
indictments keep amring. . 

Sometimes the government doesn’t get convictions, 
but it never really loses. It can afford to fight a losing 
battle in court. For its vicums, a conviction may 
mean jul, but an acquittal may mean bankruptcy. 

The department doesn't mind abusing its 
position—as in the case of PHE Ine. a North, 
Carolina firm which sells sexually explicit iror una 


 mayazines. The feds tried to get one North C 


proseculor to indict the company, but were spurned. 
They got their way with û neighboring district 
attorney, only to see the Uy PIE for acquittal. 

The Justice Department threatened the 
company with several indictments in federal courts 
around the country—any of which might produce a 
vonviction and all of wluch would puta huge 
financial burden on PHE. 

After she firm filed a lawsuit against its tormentors, 
a foderal j prohibited the department from 
,ndicting PHE in more than one place. She also 
found evidence that the campwign against PHE was 
‘a concerted effort by [the government], through 
harassment and threats of multiple jons, to 
oa hi . . „ constitutionally protected activities. 

egitimate harassment doesn't stop with the 
federal government. En one town after another, police 
and ponaos hase discovered they can get rid of 
anything they find offensive by paying video store 
owners a visit to say, in their an G.. 
Robinson voice, "I notice you've got some Triple-X 
movies for rent. This is à nice business you've got 
here: Sure would hate to see anything happen to it.” 
Most owners take the hint. 

The Ameiican Civil Liberties Union has found 
vases of such intimidation in Massachusetis, North 
Carolina, Georgia, Ohio, Pennsylvania and Iowa— 
with local officials often demanding the removal of 
tapes. that are clearly covered by the Ist Amendment 
Hut few video store owners have the money to 
vindicate their rights in court. 

There are two problems with both the federal and 
ihe local efforts. One is that businesses arc 
discouraged from ing films and magazines that 
the goverment can't legally ban. Since no onc can 
know exactly what à un may coum obscene, it’s 
wise to err on the side of caution, When PHE asked 
lor guidance from the Justice Department on what is 
Allowed and what isn't, it got none, — 

But the bigger problem is that even if the 
yon: goes after only the stuff the Supreme 

purt says can be Outlawed. willing adults arc 
deprived of the freedom to decide for themselves 
what to see or read, With the sole exception of child 
pomographs, which exploits people too young to 
Es meaningful consent, the government has no 
ness banning anything, “ ne^ or not. 

People ا ا‎ Nas core films may bc 
wasting their fives, domani if morals, or runing 
their sahil اص با لا‎ they are not doing. 
harm to innocent people, which i$ more than can 
Stid for the government's enders against ! 
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